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introduction 


we,  the  editors  of  skylark  1978,  dedicate  the  seventh  issue  to  two  people:  Charles  tinkham,  who  has  given 
special  attention  to  skylark  through  the  years,  and  Charles  delaney,  student,  whose  enjoyment  of  life  touch¬ 
ed  all  who  knew  him. 


thank  you, 

sandi  watters 
debra  egnatz 
andy  boljevic 


©  1978  skylark  78 

all  rights  reserved,  no  part  of  this  publication  may  be  reproduced  or  transmitted  in  any  form  or  by  any 
means,  electronic  or  mechanical,  including  photocopy,  recording,  or  any  information  storage  and  retrieval 
system,  without  written  permission  of  the  individual  authors. 
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-TO  CHARLES  D.  DELANEY- 


Let  Death  and  his  cool  breath  be  soft  and  kind 
To  those  who  learn  of  life  a  stern  decree: 

No  living  mortal  can  there  ever  be 

That  knows  when  wither'd  hand  may  strike  the  mind! 

What  price  are  youthful  thoughts  then  left  behind? 

I  know  that  age  may  never  set  the  fee. 

Immortal  is  that  truth  which  man  is  free 
To  seek  among  a  lifeless  race  and  find. 

What  shall  be  said  to  those  surviving  dead 
Who  fear  the  sunny  dawn  as  darken'd  night 
Lest  they  be  next  to  feel  the  dying  chill? 

Since  life  is  meant  for  those  on  wisdom  fed 
And  little  born  of  them  who  blind  their  sight: 

Pursue  the  good  as  Death  must  have  its  will. 


Mark  A.  Pool 


Bart  Ziherl 


"DUNROSS" 


In  hewn  rookeries  by  the  sea, 

Huddled  fast  in  towered  agony, 

Their  beads,  vows,  matins  forgotten, 
The  monks  of  Dunross, 

Awaiting  horned  men  from  far  islands, 
Watch  the  horizon 
As  fears  hatch  one  by  one. 

John  Raymer 
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ADRIATIC 


On  the  docks 

The  fishermen 

Curse  and  laugh 

As  they  mend 

The  brine  of  their  nets; 

Quick  gesture 

And  life 

Of  their  hands 

Flow 

To  a  tide 

Of  words: 

Una  ragazza 

Walks  by, 

Her  hair  as  dark 
As  olive  grove, 

Her  eyes  as  bright 
As  blue  ascent 
Of  Adriatic  sun: 

They  laugh  and  call 
To  her: 

She  is  our  daughter, 
They  say, 

And  wave  their  nets 
To  her. 


Charles  Tinkham 


DREAMING 

Sun  slipping  to  the  west 
clouds  mute,  blushing  pink 
we  are  drifting  to  sleep; 
we  are  dreaming. 

Rain-speckled  windshield 
welding  slivers  of  light 
bleached-sunlight  washing  your  eyes 
duskiness  settling  hidden  co.rners 

goodbye  - 

we  are  falling  asleep. 

Groping  fingers,  intertwining 
velvet-visions  pleading  more 
we  are  drifting  to  sleep; 
we  are  dreaming. 

Minds,  draining  luster 
hollowed-eyes  blankly  staring, 
piercing  the  malevolent  side  of  night 
fiery  undulations  ringing  blackness 

goodbye  - 

we  are  falling  asleep. 


Dawn  Blomquist 
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THE  CHAMELEON 


For  the  smallest  flash  -- 

the  slightest  shade  of  red 
colored  the  flesh. 


The  stall-for-time  made  a  forever 

pause 

that  was  barely  felt. 


You  scrambled  motionless 

like  the  chameleon  caught 
between  his  changing  cover 
skillfully  handling  the  transition 
like  instinct 
handling  survival. 

But  for  the  milli-second  between  the  change  -- 
that  alarm 
that  brilliant  fear 

--existed-- 

frozen  in  time 
like  a  photograph. 


I  have  never  believed  in  saints  and  miracles 

or  the  perfection  of  intellectual  medals  of  competence. 

The  mistake, 

the  realization, 

the  acceptance. 

The  forward  progress 

The  sigh  of  life  — 

nourishes  the  evolution 
strenghens 

enlivens  the  soul 


And  now  -- 

through  the  cast  iron  schedules 
the  bitter  facts 

the  black  letters  upon  the  white  paper 

a  current  of  life  and  energy  escapes: 
from  you 
past  you 

transcending  you 

screaming  your  "humaness" 

freeing  you 
making  you  real. 


D.  Henderlong  Egnatz 


There  he  stood 
That  translucent  figure 
Robed  in  obscurity, 

He  cracked 
His  distant  smile 
Of  indecision- 
Overwhelmed  in  glitter 
Of  ego-id  depression. 
That  microspeck  of  fear 
Neatly  placed 
Beyond  the  tips  of 
Imagination- 
Called  luck. 


PSYCHOLOGY 


Someone  entered  laughing 
Into  my  life 

Canting  Freud  and  Jung 
Building  crystal  cages  for  my  mind 

My  mask  is  slipping 
The  me  of  me  emerging 
Reminiscent  of  a  being 
Locked  into  patterns 
Of  death  and  dying 


Your  neck  unhinged 
Your  chin  came  to  rest 
on  your  breast. 

An  unmoveable  force  held— 
Clinging  tightly, 

Suckled  in  throbs 
Of  darkness. 

A  faceless  face 
Crept  beneath  your  skin, 
Your  mind  spun 
In  a  vortex 

Of  crucial  proportions. 

Your  shell  solidified 
In  an  inability  to  cope. 

The  facts  stung  in  clarity. 

A  raw  feeling 
Burnt  your  gut. 

A  kaleidoscope 
Of  theory  and  reality 
Coupled  with 

Security  versus  experience 
Enhanced  the  chaos. 

Your  foot  came 
Crashing  down, 

Logic  vanished, 

Emotion  guided  in  fate 
Plunged  forward 
Your  head  sprung  erect. 

It  never  was 
A  question  of  luck 
You  see— the  walls 
Of  your  emotion 
Echo  what  you  are. 

It's  not  what  you 
Can  do— it's  what 
You  must  do. 


Sandi  Watters 


THE  LINE 

Never  far  from  madness 
I  skirt  a  sane  fine  line. 

Misstep  cancels  so-called  meaning, 
Divergence  equals  Folly! 

The  line  is  of  another's  making 
(Perspective  straight  and  true) 

From  which  I  dare  not  raise  my  gaze 
For  fear  some  lines  lead  nowhere  ... 

Flirtatious  Folly  pirouettes 
While  I  plod  the  straight  and  narrow; 
And  shall  I  ask,  Is  Madness  vast? 

No  ravage  by  Routine? 

Still,  my  mind,  loud  thoughts  of  leaving 
this  line  on  which  we  balance! 

For  Soul  is  asleep 
Drowsing  'til  dawn 

When  Tomorrow  masquerades  as  Today. 


Warren  Banks 


Linda  St.  Myer 


AMERICAN  HISTORY 
An  Instant  Replay 

In  sixteen  years  of  formal  education  I  was  required  to  take 
American  History  once.  It  was  in  tenth  grade,  and  the  10a 
package  included  Driver's  Ed.  and  a  crash  course  in  typing.  Of 
course  there'd  been  sporadic  mention  of  our  country's  history  in 
earlier  grades  —  major  holidays,  Presidents'  birthdays,  a  junior 
high  trip  for  a  thirty-minute  tour  of  the  Minnesota  State  Capitol 
(during  which  I  received  a  campaign  brochure  from  our  local 
representative)  bisecting  a  three-hour  bus  ride  (during  which  I 
mastered  the  art  of  theself-inflicted  hickey  on  my  right  forearm)-- 
but  tenth  grade  was,  as  Coach  Wanamaker  put  it,  "The  Big  Push.” 
As  far  as  American  History  was  concerned,  we  were  going  to 
"wrap  it  all  up." 

If  there's  any  truth  to  a  mystical  affinity  between  athletics  and 
history,  Coach  Wanamaker  was  the  prototype:  brute  strength 
welded  to  a  head  for  percentages  based  on  past  performance  -- 
directly  welded;  Coach  had  no  neck.  I  can  still  see  him  jogging 
into  the  classroom  wearing  one  of  his  three  ill-fitting  suits.  His 
arms  swung  freely  at  his  sides,  knuckles  brushing  a  spot  just 
below  his  knees,  and  he'd  suddenly  pivot  at  a  point  pre¬ 
calculated  for  the  exact  reach  to  slam  his  fist  on  the  podium  and 
bellow,  "OK,  MEN!"  It  never  lost  its  shock  value.  I  broke  at  least 
two  pencil  points  a  week. 

Now  I'm  not  saying  we  didn't  learn  a  lot,  between  football 
games  (and  luckily  it  was  a  winning  season),  but  it  doesn't  really 
matter.  Just  between  you'and  me,  history  is  for  Neanderthals. 
Any  muscle  bound  creep  who  can  remember  dozens  of  plays  can 
certainly  memorize  a  few  names  and  dates;  those  who  couldn’t 
cribbed  lists  of  cues  on  their  shiny,  hairless  shins  (an  unintended 
educational  benefit  from  years  of  ripping  off  athletic  tape).  We 
drones,  the  non-athletic  males  and  female  persons  excluded 
because  of  a  chromosome  anomaly,  skimmed  the  text  for  battles 
and  anything  in  bold,  black  type.  Apathy  was  rampant. 

Fortunately  I  had  my  solid  Social  Studies  background  on 
which  to  build.  One  quiz  proved  I  had  only  to  mentally  underline 
objective  points,  none  of  which  were  new,  and  my  time  could  be 
better  spent  reading  "True  Confessions"  and  questioning 
whether  girls  with  pierced  ears  really  weren't  virgins  like  Mother 
said. 

What  do  I  remember?  It'svague,  but  as  a  registered  voter  and 
taxpaying  citizen  I  recall:  Christoper  Columbus  discovered 
America  in  1492.  Prior  to  this  event  Indians  sat  along  our  shores 
scanning  the  horizons  for  sails.  One  day  a  ship  appeared,  and  an 
Indian  said,  "Here  comes  Columbus,"  (in  Indian,  of  course)  and 
quickly  opened  a  small  souvenir  stand  featuring  tom-toms 
cleverly  fashioned  from  old  inner  tubes  and  Maxwell  House 
coffee  cans.  Columbus  returned  to  Spain  a  failure.  Queen 
Isabella  was  not  happy. 

Nothing  much  happened  until  a  ship  named  fora  moving  van 
landed  directly  on  a  rock  with  "1620"  chiselled  on  it.  The  captain 
examined  the  rock,  checked  his  calendar  and  figured  he  was  in 
the  right  place.  The  people  on  the  ship  were  Pilgrims.  Nobody 
smiled,  and  all  the  men  wore  funny  black  hats  made  of 
construction  paper.  They  milled  about  the  beach  aimlessly  until 
an  Indian  appeared  carrying  a  turkey,  which  they  roasted  at  325° 
basting  frequently  (a  necessary  hardship  before  the  invention  of 
aluminum  foil). 

Coach  wasn't  much  for  the  early  period  in  American  History. 
He  gave  a  ten-point  test,  one  point  of  which  was  for  putting  your 
name  on  the  paper,  and  anybody  scoring  below  six  had  to  run 
twenty  laps.  Arnie  Steinbrenner  did  laps.  He  sweated  a  lot,  and 
his  notes  ran.  Then  Coach  continued. 

Across  the  ocean  the  British  seethed  for  a  hundred  years  or 
so  because  the  Pilgrims  had  escaped.  If  they  couldn't  get  them 
back,  they  decided  money  was  second  best  so  they  sent  evil  tax 
collectors  to  harass  the  Colonists.  ("Pilgrim"  had  developed  a 
bad  connotation  and  was  abandoned.)  The  British  not  only 
wanted  funds;  they  wanted  revenge.  If  there  was  any  way  to  "get" 
a  Colonist,  it  was  right  in  the  old  tea  bag,  so  they  made  the  tax  on 
tea  so  high  nobody  could  afford  to  drink  it. 

Well,  the  Colonists  got  so  mad  they  changed  their  name  to 
Patriots,  and  a  bunch  of  them  stealthily  rowed  out  to  a  ship  loaded 
to  the  brim  with  tea  and  just  dumped  it  splat  all  over  the  bay.  The 
British  were  furious,  which  isn't  surprising  if  you  consider  the 
sight  of  waking  up  to  Boston  Harbor  just  covered  with  little 
cardboard  tags  floating  around.  It  must  have  been  a  mess! 

Not  long  after,  just  in  time  for  the  Fourth  of  July  celebration, 
somebody  wrote  a  Declaration  of  Independence  telling  Great 


Britain  we  had  had  it  with  them.  A  bunch  of  men  signed  it  (and 
returned  to  medical  practice  judging  by  their  penmanship),  with 
the  exception  of  John  Hancock,  who  branched  out  into 
insurance.  A  xerox  of  the  declaration  was  sent  to  King  George 
(with  three  eyes),  who  in  one  of  his  less  insane  moments  hired  a 
million  soldiers  ("ringers”  according  to  Coach  Wanamaker)  and 
sent  them  over  to  cream  us. 

George's  plan  didn't  work  --  King  George's  --  the  other 
George  was  ours.  Somebody  saw  theships  coming,  warned  Paul 
Revere  by  hanging  two  lanterns  in  a  church  (a  cute  trick  in  a  poem 
somewhere),  and  Paul  galloped  from  Maine  to  Florida  in  one 
night  screaming,  "The  British  are  coming!  The  British  are 
coming!!"  (Revere  was  noted  for  magnificent  horsemanship  and 
habitual  redundancy.) 

They  started  it,  and  "pressed  for  time"  as  he  put  it,  Coach 
summed  up  the  whole  thing  by  saying  we  won  the  Revolutionary 
War  ("kicked  the  shit  out  of 'em"  is  what  hesaid,  but  we  weren't  to 
repeat  it).  There  was  a  twelve-point  quiz  with  no  extra  credit  for 
remembering  your  name.  Steinbrenner  did  laps  as  Coach 
glowered  at  us.  One  eyelid  drooped  slightly  as  if  he'd  had  a 
recent  stroke.  "American  History  is  serious  business!  Standards 
will  not  be  relaxed  one  iota,”  and  we  all  felt  a  personal 
responsibility  for  losing  the  game  with  Morgan  Park  East  the 
night  before. 

Anticipating  Driver's  Ed.,  I  ditched  my  "True  Confessions" 
and  slipped  a  copy  of  "Rules  of  the  Road"  somewhere  between  a 
dim  little  war  in  1812  (whose  name  I  forget  but  we  won  "The  Star 
Spangled  Banner")  and  the  surrender  at  Appomattox.  As  far  as 
the  Civil  War  is  concerned,  I  think  the  North  had  the  right  of  way, 
and  flashing  yellow  artillery  signals  "caution".  I'd  quit 
underlining  pertinent  points  and  suffered  for  it.  On  the  next  quiz  I 
couldn't  remember  the  name  of  General  Lee's  horse. 

Glossing  over  Reconstruction  as  nineteenth  century  urban 
renewal,  it  was  time  to  "move  into  high  gear”  for  the  "real  wars." 
Coach  became  more  and  more  excited  as  the  twentieth  century 
loomed  and  the  Germans  acquired  the  unity  to  final ly  start  acting 
up.  "Whipped  'em  in  Numero  Uno,"  he  said,  jamming  his  fists  into 
his  pockets  while  striding  toward  the  windows  to  adjust  a  blind 
that  was  two  inches  shorter  than  the  rest,  "and  they  came  back  for 
another  licking  in  WW  II.  WW  II,"  and  his  voice  took  on  a  timbre  of 
reverence.  "Now  that  was  what  I  call  a  war."  His  face  relaxed  to  a 
serenity  previously  reserved  for  touchdowns  at  homecoming 
games. 

Coach  dwelt  on  his  beloved  warfora  week.  Forthefirsttime  I 
actually  listened.  This  was  personal  experience,  although  the 
major  issues  of  chocolate  bars  and  nylons  hardly  seemed  worth 
dropping  an  atomic  bomb  to  settle.  There  was  V-Day  and  D-Day, 
which  I  always  mixed  up  —  especially  after  Coach  said  combining 
them  could  wipe  out  an  army  —  and  we  must  never  forget  an 
insane  monster  named  Hitler  who  taught  his  troops  to  march 
funny. 

"And  NOW,  Men!"  I  broke  another  pencil  point  as  Coach 
made  his  final  pivot  on  the  last  day  of  class.  "We  have  studied 
American  History  from  its  glorious  beginning  to  its  triumphant 
end.  (1956?  I  thought.)  From  the  shores  of  Montezuma ..."  and  he 
paused  a  moment  to  silently  reflect,  "we  have  fought  the  good 
fight  when  our  backs  were.to  the  wall  ...  and  we  have  prevailed. 

"Our  history  is  a  history  of  war.  And  we've  never  LOST,  men! 
Never  lost.  And  we  never  will  as  long  as  every  generation  keeps 
the  torch  of  freedom  burning,  burning  ..."  The  'burnings'  tapered 
to  a  low  mutter  as  Coach's  right  fist  hammered  a  relentless 
staccato  on  his  left  palm. 

"It's  been  a  good  season,  men.  And  now  I'm  going  to  leave 
you  with  one  final  treat.  I  want  you  to  see  what  it  means  to  be  an 
American." 

We  lined  up  in  two  straight  columns  and  marched  to  the 
audio-visual  room.  The  lights  went  out  before  I  found  a  seat,  and  I 
had  to  grope  in  the  dark  for  an  unoccupied  spot.  When  I  finally 
looked  at  the  screen,  the  movie  had  started. 

The  film  was  grainy  and  ancient.  Spliced  frames  jerked 
bombers  and  battleships  up  and  down  like  toys  on  the  end  of  a 
string.  Suddenly  there  were  figures  in  trenches,  men  running, 
puffs  of  smoke;  then  barbed  wire,  lots  of  barbed  wire.  The  wire 
parted  as  if  by  magic,  and  there  were  people  standing  —  skinny 
people  —  people  who  would  look  better  if  they  ate  their  way  up  to 
emaciation.  Then  stacks,  like  cordwood,  stacks  of  wood  with 
arms  and  legs  —  and  a  bulldozer  grinding  toward  the  stack.  What 
the  dozer  couldn't  shove  into  a  ditch  it  ground  under  its  tracks, 
and  I  could  taste  something  foamy  and  bitter  rising  in  the  back  of 
my  throat.  Those  were  people!  had  been  people,  and  I  wanted  to 
cry,  or  scream  —  or  something  —  just  make  it  stop,  stop  hurting 
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them  even  if  they  were  dead. 

I  got  up  to  leave,  hoping  desperately  I  could  make  it  to  the 
john  before  I  got  sick.  As  I  passed  in  front  of  the  projector  a  voice 
from  the  back  of  the  room  growled,  "Hey!  Down  in  front.  You're 
blocking  the  view."  It  was  Arnie  Steinbrenner.  A  ball  of  crumpled 
waxed  paper  flew  past  my  head  and  bounced  off  the  screen. 
Arnie'd  started  in  on  his  lunch. 

A  figure  barred  the  door.  It  was  the  Coach.  He  stood  leaning 
against  the  only  exit  with  his  arms  folded  across  his  chest  and 
didn't  move.  "Please,"  I  said.  Not  a  quiver.  "Excuse  me  — 
please?"  I  could  feel  him  staring,  but  it  was  too  dark  to  see 
anything  but  an  outline.  "I'm  going  to  be  sick.” 

He  straightened,  took  a  half  step  to  the  left  and  opened  the 
door  with  a  courtly  bow.  As  the  light  hit  his  face,  I  froze. 

It  was  the  only  time  I  ever  saw  Coach  Wanamaker  smile 


Karen  Lee  Jackson 


13 


JAZZ  US  SOME  LANGUAGE  REVIVIFIED 


Grammar  is  the  death  of  language 
not  its  living  natured  bones 
grammar  is  the  treatment 
by  centuries  of  quack  doctors 
on  the  body  of  the  word 
grammar  is  hypochondria 
that  picks  away  at  style 

not  Homer  nor  Hesiod  nor  Aeschylus 
nor  even  subversive  Socrates 
were  worried  by  grammar 
but  reveled  in  the  fires  of  night 
reflected  in  the  eyes  of  their  listeners 
reveled  in  the  hushed  assembly 
shaded  by  hill  from  afternoon  sun 
reveled  in  the  give  and  take 
of  spontaneous  argument 

but  Athens  fell 

and  Sparta  too 

and  death  prevailed 

and  all  of  Plato's  stratagems 

could  not  save  the  body 

politic  or  literary 

from  the  nit-picking  scholars 

he  unwittingly  invited 

the  mathematics  of  language 

measures  too  many  doses 

too  many  remedies 

too  many  bloody  dissections 

jazz  us  away  on  winged  words 

from  classics  too  closely  remembered 

to  secret  cauldrons  and  hidden  waters 

to  uncharted  winds 

where  inborn  genius 

is  sparked  to  new  life 

by  chance  response 

to  improvised  word 

in  celebration 

large  or  small  or  intimate 


jazz  us  to  the  age  old  rites 

of  Kelt  and  Bantu 

and  far  Polynesian 

of  Slav  and  Hini 

and  Nipponese 

of  people  gathered 

in  seemingly  sterile 

ethnic  routine 

of  gatherings  unsanctioned 

by  proper  custom 

of  Voodoo  mama 

and  off-beat  Odysseus 

of  wild  Dionysus  and  Pilgrim  maid 

of  potion  salted  by  old  Mother  Earth 

and  stirred  by  the  light  of  the  Moon 

of  gatherings  sanctioned 

by  ancient  usage 

where  habitual  language 
turned  new  by  the  moment 
is  carelessly  guided 
by  the  ears  of  the  elders 
who  sit  on  the  sidelines 
and  delight  in  their  dancing 
and  chanting  young 

jazz  us  into  the  dazzling  eye 

of  nature's  whole 

reality. 


John  McSheehan 


TWO  OVER  EASY 
A  One  Act  Play 
Setting 

A  little  truck  stop  called  “Mammy's  Diner"  in  southern  Indiana. 

The  time  is  about  5:00  a  m.  in  mid  July.  There  is  a  mildly 
attractive,  blonde  waitress  about  age  twenty-five  drying  dishes 
behind  the  counter.  She  is  a  romantic  girl  who  is  unaware  that 
some  of  her  fantasies  may  be  un-realistic.  She  spends  her  time  in 
the  diner  waiting  for  news  of  the  outside  world  she  is  afraid  to 
enter.  At  one  end  of  the  counter  is  a  truck  driver  about  forty  years 
old  who  is  on  a  midnight  run.  He  rarely  sees  his  wife,  but  it  is 
apparent  that  he  and  the  waitress  know  each  other.  He  smokes 
heavily.  At  the  middle  of  the  counter  is  a  twenty-year-old 
university  student  who  has  been  hitching  his  way  to  New  Orleans. 

He  has  shoulder  length  hair  and  a  beard.  He  is  having  coffee 
while  he  reads  a  comic  book  from  a  rack  near  the  juke  box. 

Characters 

Molly  Dowland  -  waitress 
Bert  Laskovich  -  trucker 
Philip  Barret  -  student 


Molly  -  That’ll  be  forty  cents,  kid. 

Phil  -  Forty  Cents? 

Molly-  Yeah.  Fifteen  cents  for  the  coffee  and  twenty-five  cents 
for  the  comic  book. 

Phil  -  Oh.  Sure  thing.  (He  counts  out  the  change) 

Molly  -  What’s  a  kid  your  age  readin’  stuff  like  that  for  anyhow? 

Phil  -  Why  not?  I  guess  we  all  have  our  little  escapes. 

Molly  -  You’re  a  college  student,  ain’t  you?  I  can  always  tell. 

Phil  -  Yeah,  but... 

Molly  -  I  thought  college  students  read  stuff  like  Gone  With  the 
Wind,  Ben  Hur,  and  Revolution  for  the  Hell  of  It.  Can’t 
you  face  reality? 

Phil-  I  like  comic  books.  Characters  like  the  Hulk  haven’t  got 
hang-ups,  becuse  they’re  simple  creatures.  Cartoons 
are  simple.  In  fact,  sometimes  I  wish  I  were  a  cartoon. 

Molly-  You’re  on  your  way,  honey.  Ya  gotta  be  simple  to  read 
that  junk. 

Phil  -  Well,  what  do  you  read?  What’s  your  favorite  book? 

Molly  -  I  don’t  read  a  lot  of  books,  but  I  love  Valley  of  the  Dolls.  I 
read  mostly  magazines  like  True  Confessions  and 
Screen  Scene.  Hey,  what  is  this,  a  survey  or  somethin’? 

Phil  -  I  just  wondered. 

Molly  -  Hey,  Bert!  What  kinda  stuff  do  you  read 

Bert  -  (facing  Molly,  but  not  getting  up  yet  and  not  taking  the 
cigarette  from  between  his  lips)  NOTHIN’.  Who  wants 
to  know? 

Molly  -  I  was  just  thinkin’.  Don’t  you  like  to  read  about  the 
beautiful  people? 

Bert  -  (now  picking  up  his  coffee  cup  and  carrying  it  to  the 
middle  of  the  counter.  He  sees  the  length  of  the  boy’s 
hair  and  sits  ceremoniously  two  seats  away)  The  what? 

Molly-  You  know.  The  beautiful  people;  the  ones  with  lots  of 
money,  servants,  vacations  on  the  Riveria. 

Bert  -  Hell,  I  don’t  have  to  read  about  the  beautiful  people, 
Moll,’  cause  you’re  beautiful. 

Molly-  Don’t  be  corny,  Bert.  I  want  you  to  be  honest  with  me. 
Do  you  really  think  I’m  pretty? 

Bert  -  ‘Course  I  do.  Don’t  you  think  she’s  pretty,  kid? 

Phil  -  Sure  I  do,  man.  I  think  everybody’s  beautiful. 

Bert  -  You  sound  like  some  damn  song,  you  know  that?  I  bet 
you’re  crazy  about  smile  buttons,  ain’t  ya? 

Phil  -  No,  but  I  like  real  smiles,  (pause)  Listen,  if  you  could 
have  anything  in  the  world,  what  would  you  wish  for?  I 
mean  with  no  strings  attached. 

Bert-  Are  you  crazy,  kid?  Should  I  rub  my  coffee  cup  first? 

Molly  -  (now  arranging  little  boxes  of  cereal  on  the  shelf) 

Be  serious,  Bert.  This  might  be  like  a  sensitivity 
session.  Come  on.  What  would  you  wish  for? 

Bert  -  My  own  truck. 

Phil  -  It  doesn’t  have  to  be  realistic 


Bert  -  My  own  truck.  I  could  start  my  own  haul  service  and 
build  up  a  company.  Some  day  there  would  be  trucks 
with  my  name  on  ’em  rollin’  down  highways  all  over,  and 
my  name  would  be  on  T.V.  ‘cause  I’d  sponsor  shows  like 
Gunsmoke,  ABC  Football,  and  Walt  Disney.  Everybody 
would  know  who  Bert  Laskovich  was. 

Molly  -  Why  don’t  you  wish  for  a  company  instead  of  just  one 
truck? 

Bert  -  I’d  have  to  build  it  up,  Moll  or  it  wouldn’t  mean  nothin’. 
There  would  have  to  be  some  of  my  sweat  in  it  for  it  to  be 
my  success  and  my  battle. ..Hey,  kid  you  started  this. 
What  would  you  wish  for? 

Phil  -  A  home  for  my  aunt. 

Molly  -  Why? 

Phil  -  |  mean  that  old  people  need  to  be  tended  to  more  care¬ 

fully  and  given  a  sense  of  purpose  that  they  don’t  have 
now.  If  you  could  only  see  my  Aunt  Helen  waiting  for  an 
end  that  comes  too  slowly.  She’s  eighty-seven.  Shesits 
in  St.  Anne’s  and  pretends  that  she  has  guests  coming 
for  tea. ..guests  that  never  come.  Sometimes  she  be¬ 
comes  a  little  girl  again  and  asks  for  her  dolls  and  her 
blue  willow  dishes. 

Molly  -  (looking  up  to  her  right  at  nothing  in  particular) 

I  remember  a  snapshot  taken  of  my  Aunt  Violet  two 
years  after  Uncle  Henry  died.  She  went  to  this  old 
peoples’  dance  which  was  really  a  kind  of  winter  car¬ 
nival  for  the  aged  and  met  a  seventy-year-old  guy  who 
wore  white  shoes  in  December.  He  and  my  aunt  were 
crowned  king  and  queen  of  the  dance.  In  the  snapshot 
they  wore  paper  crowns  and  carried  aluminum  foil 
scepters.  Their  robes  were  white  fake  fur  that  was  dirty 
along  the  hems.  They  sat  there  and  smiled  so  thattheir 
skinny  lips  were  hidden  by  the  wrinkles.  Aunt  Vie  never 
saw  him  after  that,  and  after  she  died,  Mom  kept  that 
stupid  picture  on  our  T.V.  next  to  an  old  carnival  doll 
that  Uncle  Henry  had  won  for  Aunt  Viein  1935.  I  wantto 
cry  when  I  think  about  it.  I  feel  like  I  have... 

Bert  -  Hey!  We  forgot  to  ask  what  you’d  wish  for,  punkin. 
What's  your  order? 

Phil  -  Think  about  it  if  you  have  to. 

Molly  -  |  don’t  have  to  think  about  it.  I’ve  known  since  I  was 
fifteen.  I  want  a  baby. 

(at  this  point,  Bert  looks  at  Molly  intensely) 

Phil  -  Are  you  married? 

Molly  -  (These  lines  come  naturally  as  though  they  have  been 
saved  up  and  prepared  for  ten  years) 

No.  I’m  still  waiting,  but  when  he  comes,  I’ll  love  him  and 
we’ll  make  a  child  that’ll  grow  and  blossom  likeaflower, 
and  when  I’m  white  haired,  that  son  will  go  on  like  a 
lovely  spring  after  the  snow.  Then  there’ll  be  other 
seeds  and  my  breath  and  blood  will  be  in  them  too...  but 
sometimes  I  worry  ‘cause  I  ain’t  got  much  time  before 
nobody’ll  want  me.  I’m  already  twenty-five. 

Bert  -  I  never  knew  you  wanted  a  baby. 

Molly  -  More  than  anything  (pause)...  How  about  some  break¬ 
fast.  The  sun’s  coming  up. 

Phil  -  Two  over  easy,  wheat  toast  and  orange  juice. 

Bert  -  Just  a  donut,  sweetheart. 

Molly  -  (While  fixing  the  eggs  and  toast,  Molly  looks  at  Phil) 
What’s  your  name? 

Phil  -  Phil  Barret. 

Molly  -  Where  ya  goin’? 

Phil  -  New  Orleans. 

Molly  To  the  Mardi  Gras?  (Sheasksthis  with  intense  interest) 
Mardi  Gras  is  over.  I’m  just  going  to  the  French  Quarter 
to  meet  some  friends  who  are  staying  there  this  month. 
God  but  I’d  love  to  go  there  some  day.  How  romantic  it 
would  be. 

Phil  -  Come  with  me.  (Bert  looks  up  quickly  and  stares  at 
Molly) 

Molly  -  What?  (She  looks  away  embarrassed)  I  could  never  do 
that.  I  hardly  know  you,  if  you’ll  excuse  the  borrowed 
phrase.  There  are  still  rules  about  that  kind  of  thing, 
you  know. 

Phil  -  Oh,  Molly  dear,  Where  have  you  been? 


16 


Molly  - 

Phil  - 
Molly  - 

Phil  - 
Molly  - 

Phil  - 
Molly  - 

Bert  - 
Molly  - 
Bert  - 


Molly  - 
Phil  - 

Phil  - 

Molly  - 


Aw  come  on,  darlin’.  You  don’t  just  hit  a  diner  at  five  in 
a.m.  and  pick  up  waitresses;  not  this  diner  anyway  and 
not  this  waitress. 

But  I  wasn’t  thinking  of  you  as  a  pick-up.  That’s  not  why 
I  asked  you  to  go  with  me.  Honest. 

Bullshit.  I’ve  heard  that  one  before.  (Bert  laughs) 
Anyhow  I  can’t  leave  this  hole.  I  was  kicked  out  of  my 
Dairy  Queen  job  last  summer,  and  now  I  ain’t  got  good 
references.  It  might  be  kinda  tough  to  land  another  job. 
Ya  know  what  I  mean? 

I  guess  so.  (pause)  Why  were  you  kicked  out  of  the 
Dairy  Queen? 

(tilting  her  head  to  one  side  and  looking  directly  at  Phil 
while  she  puts  both  her  hands  on  her  hips)  For  dropping 
a  hairbrush  into  the  custard  machine. 

(chuckling)  On  purpose? 

(wiping  the  counter  with  a  cloth)  Of  course  not,  dummy. 
The  manager  goosed  me  when  his  wife  wasn’t  looking, 
(then  liltingly  like  a  little  song)  Harvey  John  and  Ruby 
Jean...workin’  at  the  Dairy  Queen.  What  a  couple  o’ 
losers.  Anyhow  I  got  canned.  Any  more  questions? 
Yeah.  Ya  got  any  gooseberry  jam? 

Cut  it  out,  Bert.  That  ain’t  funny. 

Well  baby,  it’s  time  to  cut  out  anyway.  I’ve  already  lost 
an  hour.  (He  pays  her  and  waves  as  he  exits)  So  long, 
sugar.  Take  it  easy  kid.  (Phil  walks  over  to  the  pop¬ 
corn  machine  and  takes  one  of  the  bags  before  putting 
a  dime  into  the  slot) 

Open  the  bag  wide,  Phil,  to  get  all  you  can. 

Yeah,  I  might  get  hungry  later. 

(Molly  suddenly  changes  expression  and  puts  both 
hands  over  her  breasts  and  has  a  look  of  ecstasy  on  her 
face.  She  is  looking  at  the  ceiling  and  does  not  notice 
what  Phil  is  saying  or  doing.  She  is  temporarily  in  a 
state  of  euphoria  that  separates  her  from  the  real  world) 
(with  wild  excitement)  Jesus!  There’s  a  van  headed 
south  and  it’s  parked  by  that  telephone  booth  down  the 
road.  They're  freaks  too,  and  I  bet  I’ve  got  a  ride.  My 
money’s  on  the  counter,  sweetheart.  Au  revoir. 

(Phil  runs  out  the  door) 

I  think  I’ve  changed  my  mind.  I’ll  just  leavea  noteand... 
it’s  really  so  simple,  Phil.  Phil?  Phil!  (running  to  the 
door,  looking  outside  and  uttering  his  name  once  more, 
this  time  softly) 

(Molly’s  head  is  down  and  she  walks  back  slowly  to  the 
counter  as  she  assumes  the  earlier  pose  of  crossed 
arms  over  her  breasts.  Her  arms  gradually  change 
position  and  form  the  shape  of  a  cradle  which  she  rocks 
gently  as  though  she  is  holding  a  baby.  Then  with  one 
arm  she  picks  up  the  comic  book  that  Phil  has  left  and 
stares  at  it  while  she  continues  to  rock  the  imaginary 
baby  with  the  other  arm) 

(as  the  lights  fade  an  epilogue  is  read  before  the  curtain 
falls) 


EPILOGUE  or  THREE  SHOTS  FOR  A  QUARTER 

Quiet  conversations,  fragmented  in  summer  air, 

Lie  on  the  back  porch  by  the  four-0!clocks. 

Dessert  is  slow  on  such  a  warm  day; 

Her  fork  makes  tired  music  on  the  china. 


Memories  escape  through  the  hole  in  the  screen  door, 

Arranging  themselves  on  the  lawn 

Like  names  on  the  pages  of  a  family  Bible. 

A  carnival  doll  from  1935  smiles  on  top  of  the  T.V. 
While  shadows  of  other  lives  slide  across  the  tube 
With  the  space  control  Henry  gave  her  before  he  died. 

Minutes  turn  amber  and  melt  around  her. 


Old  lace  curtains  float  from  the  window 
Like  familiar  spirits,  resolving, 

Dissolving  in  this  musty  room 
Some  question  on  the  thin  lips  of  this  woman, 
Rocking  gently  and  closing  her  hand  tightly 
Around  the  brooding  afternoon. 

John  Bolinger 


THOUGHTS  OF  YOU 


Water  cracks 

in  the  shedding  trees. 

Up  in  the  wide, 

wide-open  sky  a 
chip  of  moon 
bends  at  the  waist. 

Breath  spreads 
white  pools 
into  thick  air. 

And  on  the  ground,  a 

school  of  leaves 

barks  ready  answers  to  the 

master's  feet.  While 

lakes  of  dew 

doze  on  the  grass  and 

I,  awake  with  fall, 
nudge  through  this  night 
with  thoughts  of  You. 

Michael  Kulycky 
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Andrija  Boljevic 


THE  GIRL  WITH  THE  SINGLE-SPACED  MIND 

I  should  not  be  going,  I  just  should  not  be  going,  but  as  long 
as  I’m  almost  there,  I  might  as  well.  I  said  I’d  be  there  at  7  00,  and 
it’s  already  7:15,  and  I'd  just  hate  to  hurt  his  feelings.  Besides,  he 
said  just  a  drink.  I  don’t  see  any  reason  two  friends  can’t  meet  for 
a  drink.  In  this  day  and  age  that  really  isn’t  much  to  ask. 

You  see,  I’m  a  very  liberated  person.  Very  liberated. 
Although,  to  be  perfectly  honest,  not  totally.  I  cannot  go  without 
a  bra.  Just  cannot.  Onceyou  get  used  to  something,  it’s  very  hard 
to  do  without  —  and  I’ve  been  wearing  one  for  years,  so  I  just 
figure  it’s  a  matter  of  choice.  That’s  part  of  being  really  liberated  - 
-  making  choices.  So  I  wear  a  bra,  and  that’s  that. 

Maybe  he’s  not  there.  Wouldn’t  it  be  something  if  he  didn’t 
show  up?  If  he  ever  called  again,  I’d  just  say  I  didn’t  show  up 
either.  That  way  no  one  loses  face,  and  face  is  very  important. 

I  think  I  remember  what  he  looks  like.  He  was  short,  and  he 
wore  a  brown  shirt.  What  if  I  don’t  recognize  him  because  he 
changed  his  shirt!?  I  mean,  I  would  really  be  embarrassed,  but  it 
was  two  whole  weeks  ago,  and  it  was  a  very  dark  party.  Very  dark 

and  very  loud.  And  there  was  a  lot  of  smoke . That’s  what  I’ll 

say!  If  he  walks  up  to  me  and  I  don’t  recognize  him,  I’ll  just  say  he 
looks  different  without  all  the  smoke. 

And  he  can’t  really  expect  anything.  I  only  let  him  kiss  me  a 
few  times,  and  what’s  that  at  a  very  dark  party?  I  mean,  I  liked  it. 
He  even  remarked  how  much  I  liked  it  --  but  when  he  said  he'd 
check  to  see  if  there  was  a  bedroom  empty,  I  said  absolutely  not, 
and  that  made  it  perfectly  clear  right  there  what  kind  of  a  girl  lam. 

I  definitely  do  not  go  into  bedrooms  with  anybody  at  parties  —  not 
unless  I’m  putting  on  my  coat-- or  maybe  taking  off  my  coat -- but 
that’s  it.  Why,  if  my  own  husband  asked  me,  I’d  say  no.  You  can 
pick  the  lock  on  a  bedroom  door  with  a  hairpin,  and  people  are  all 
over  the  place.  One  of  them  might  need  a  coat,  and  that  would  be 
a  perfectly  legitimate  reason  to  have  to  open  the  door.  There  are 
just  times  you  don’t  wantadooropened,  if  you  knowwhat  I  mean. 

He  asked  if  he  could  call,  on  the  phone  that  is  because  I’ve 
been  married  for  twelve  years,  and  I  said  he  could  if  he  wanted  to. 
We’re  listed.  I  hate  it  when  you  want  to  call  somebody  and  the 
number  isn’t  listed.  It  seems  unfriendly;  and  besides,  I  didn’t  think 
he  would,  but  he  did. 

It  was  the  strangest  thing.  The  phone  rang,  I  answered  it,  and 
a  voice  said,  “Hi!  Do  you  know  who  this  is?”  I  didn’t  know  whatto 
say  because  I  didn’t.  Then  I  remembered  the  party,  and  we  talked 
about  how  much  fun  it  was.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  he’s  been  calling 
twice  a  day  for  two  weeks  now,  and  we  know  quite  a  lot  about 
each  other.  It’s  a  very  open  relationship.  Very  open.  He  knows 
I’m  married,  and  I  know  he  is  too.  We  just  enjoy  talking. 

And  he’s  so  easy  to  talk  to.  Just  the  other  day  I  was  making 
tapioca  when  he  called.  Tapioca  takes  a  long  time  to  come  to  a 
boil  so  it’s  nice  to  have  someone  on  the  phone  while  you’re 
stirring.  I  told  him  the  tapioca  was  turning  out  lumpy,  and  he  said 
he’d  never  eat  it  — and  we  talked  about  itforhalf  an  hour.  He’s  that 
easy  to  talk  to. 

Even  if  I  don’t  exactly  remember  what  he  looks  like,  I'd  know 
that  voice  anywhere.  It’s  very  resonant,  and  when  he  talks,  I  get 
this  queasy  feeling  in  my  stomach.  I  really  don’t  know  how  to 
•describe  it,  but  it’s  like  you’ve  eaten  something  custard-filled 
that’s  just  starting  to  turn.  Not  really  an  ache,  but  a  nagging. 

Lord,  I’ve  got  to  concentrate.  I  almost  missed  the  exit.  I  know 
this  is  it  because  I  drove  over  here  yesterday. 

I  wonder  why  he  picked  a  bar  in  a  hotel?  He  could  have  said 
to  meet  at  a  plain  bar,  one  with  just  tables  and  stools  and  glasses 
and  things.  There  could  be  a  hotel  two  or  three  blocks  down  the 
street,  that  wouldn’t  be  bad,  but  a  bar  in  a  hotel? 

I  think  I  see  him.  He’s  even  shorter  than  I  remembered. 
Maybe  his  voice  makes  him  sound  taller.  All  I  have  to  do  is  just 
turn  the  car  around  and  drive  away,  but  I  wouldn’t  know  whatto 
say.  One  drink.  One  drink  and  I’ll  leave.  This  is  not  really 
dishonest.  I  said  I  was  shopping  and  perhaps  might  meet  a  friend 
for  a  drink.  I  am  meeting  a  friend,  and  I  was  shopping  —  this 
morning. 

He  opened  the  car  door.  “Hi,  beautiful.  Buyyou  adrink?”  He 
keeps  saying  that  —  beautiful.  One  the  phone,  but  it’s  still  nice  to 
hear.  I’m  ordinary.  Very  ordinary. 

"I’m  late,”  I  said,  wishing  immediately  I  didn’t  always  feel 
compelled  to  draw  attention  to  the  obvious. 

“I  was  early,”  and  he  rocked  on  his  heels  with  his  hands 


jammed  in  ms  pockets  as  if  he  carried  his  life  savings  in  change. 

“I’m  not  usually  late.”  I  stared  at  the  keys  before  I  dropped 
them  into  my  purse.  “Usually  I’m  early  too.  Well,  not  early  early. 
Usually  I'm  on  time.  If  something’s  at  ten  o’clock,  I’m  there  at  ten 
o’clock.” 

“And  if  it’s  eleven,”  he  said,  “you’re  there  at  eleven.” 

“We  know  each  other  pretty  well.” 

“Very  well,  sweetheart.  Very  well.”  I  made  sure  the  car  was 
locked,  and  we  walked  toward  the  entrance.  He  held  the  door 
open  for  me.  It  was  nice. 

“The  bar’s  to  the  right,”  he  said.  He  picked  a  table  in  a  far 
corner  and  sat  staring  at  me  with  his  chin  propped  in  his  right 
palm.  “You  really  are  beautiful.” 

“You  keep  saying  that,  and  I  wonder  why,”  I  said,  fishing  in 
my  purse  for  a  cigarette.  I  should  quit,  but  it  keeps  my  hands 
busy. 

“Because  you  are.” 

“Actually,  it’s  very  dark  in  here.  That’s  good.  I  don’t  know  a 
soul.  Do  you?  I  hope  you  don’t  becauseall  of  a  sudden  this  looks 
very  bad." 

“Hey,”  he  said,  reaching  for  my  hand  under  the  table.  It  was 
probably  a  mistake,  I  thought,  that  he  brushed  my  leg  at  the  same 
time.  It’s  very  hard  to  see  through  a  table,  and  hands  and  legs 
aren’t  that  different  when  they’re  out  of  sight  and  all. 

“We’re  friends,”  he  said,  “two  friends  having  a  drink  and 
enjoying  each  other.  I  could  sit  here  all  night  and  just  look  at 
you.” 

“All  night!  In  a  bar?  Actually,  I’ve  been  in  a  bar  alone  before, 
alone  without  my  husband.  My  sister  came  down  from 
Minnesota,  and  we  went  to  a  movie  and  stopped  for  a  drink  —  in 
the  middle  of  the  week.  Going  out  is  usually  for  weekends,  don’t 
you  think?  Anyway,  it  was  the  worst  movie  I’ve  ever  seen.  Alec 
Quiness  played  Hitler,  and  he  was  justterrible.  Not  Alec  Guiness! 
—  he’s  always  good  —  Hitler  was  terrible.  Really  awful.” 

He  sat  staring  at  me,  and  smiling,  like  he  hadn’t  paid  attention 
to  a  word  I  said. 

“What  did  you  buy?”  This  time  I  knew  he  wasn’t  looking  for 
my  hands.  They  were  both  on  the  table  mechanically  playing 
This  is  the  church;  this  is  the  steeple  ...’ 

“Buy?  When?” 

“Shopping.  You  said  you  were  going  shopping.” 

"Oh.  Shopping.  (‘Open  the  door,  and  see  all  the  people?’)  I 
bought  a  dress.  It’s  black.  Very  conservative.  I  wfeara  lot  of  black. 
It’s  out  in  the  car.  If  you’d  like  me  to  go  out  and  get  it...” 

“I  think  I’d  like  it  fine,”  and  he  called  the  waitress  and  ordered 
a  vodka  and  tonic  and  a  beer.  “See.  I  remembered.” 

“Remembered  what?” 

“You  drink  vodka  and  tonic.” 

"Ido?  I  mean,  I  do  —  at  parties  and  things  like  that.  At  home  I 
drink  coffee  —  a  lot  of  coffee  —  tons  of  coffee.” 

“You  told  me.” 

“Did  I  tell  you  I  go  to  school?” 

“And  you  took  algebra  and  psychology...” 

“I  got  an  A  in  algebra.” 

“How  about  if  I  get  a  room?” 

“A  room!  I  mean,  we  agreed  we’d  have  a  drink  and  talk  and 
get  to  know  each  other  better,  and  it  isn’t  necessary  to  have  a 
room.  You’re  married,  and  I’m  married  —  it  just  wouldn’t  be 
healthy.  We’d  be  tempting  ourselves;  and  besides,  they  wouldn’t 
give  you  a  room.” 

“Why  won’t  they  give  me  a  room?” 

“Well,  they’ll  ask  you  who  we  are,  and  you  have  to  tell  them. 
I'm  not  telling;  I’m  just  not  telling.  No  way  will  I  tell.” 

“I’ll  tell  —  Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  Smith.” 

“They’d  never  believe  you.  And  you  have  to  have  a  license 
number.  This  I  know.  Every  time  we  register  at  a  hotel,  my 
husband  always  comes  out  to  look  at  the  front  bumper.” 

“And  what  if  I  have  a  note  from  my  mother?” 

“Well,  I  don’t  think  I  ever  heard  of  bringing  a  note,  but  I  can’t 
register  in  a  hotel.  I  just  can’t.  I  don’t  even  have  a  nightgown.” 

“Baby,”  he  said,  “you  are  just  something  else,"  and  switched 
palms,  cocking  his  head  to  the  left.  “I  didn’t  think  they  made  them 
like  you  anymore.” 

“No,  listen.  I  don’t  want  you  to  be  mad  at  me  because  I  really 
do  enjoy  talking  to  you.” 

“So  talk,”  and  he  leaned  back. 

“Well,  I  had  a  feeling  something  like  this  might  come  up, 
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occur,  become  a  topic  of  conversation,  so  I  went  to  the  library ...” 

"And  you  asked  the  librarian?” 

"Of  course  not!  I  went  to  the  card  catalogue  and  looked  it 

up.” 

"Looked  it  up?”  he  said,  scratching  his  head. 

"Well,  not  directly  --  the're  was  a  lot  of  cross-indexing, 
probably  to  make  you  really  dig  —  but  I’ve  always  been  good  at 
researching,  especially  when  the  subject’s  obscure.  There  were 
four  or  five  books  that  looked  like  possibilities,  and  I  picked  -- 
well,  actually  I  didn’t  pick  —  there  was  only  one  —  on  the  shelves,  I 
mean.  But  it  was  written  by  a  doctor,  a  Dr.  Comfort,  and  I 
naturally  figured  since  it  was  written  by  a  doctor,  and  the  name 
was  so  reassuring,  it  just  had  to  be  a  positive  book  on  the  subject. 

I  certainly  didn't  want  a  negative  book,  and  people  do  write 
negative  books  on  positive  subjects. 

"So  I  read  it.  The  wholething.  You  have  to  read  it.  If  you  only 
look  at  the  pictures,  it  could  betaken  as  a  very  dirty  book,  and  that 
was  not  what  the  authors  intended.  They  said  so.  You  must  read. 
And  there  are  people  in  situations  like  this  who  have  things  to 
discuss,  like  really  talk  about,  and  they  do  it  before  —  not  after. 
Definitely  not  after. 

"You’re  smiling,  and  this  is  serious.  Dead  serious.  Grim.  I 
mean,  it  was  stressed  —  in  the  book.  I  don’t  really  know  how  to  tell 
you  this,  but  ....  I  could  become  pregnant.” 

He  shook  his  head  as  he  reached  into  his  pocket  and 
carefully  set  a  foil  packet  on  the  table.  “Wash  ’n’  Dry?”  I 
mumbled.  Then  I  squinted  at  the  label.  “I  thought  you  were 
Catholic.” 

“I  was  also  a  Boy  Scout.” 

"Eagle?” 

“Just  sit  there.  I’ll  be  right  back.” 

I  played  with  my  drink  drawing  circles  in  the  condensation.  If 
he  thinks  I’m  going  to  sit  here  while  he  gets  a  room,  if  he  thinks  I’m 
not  going  to  bat  an  eye  when  he  walks  back  in  and  plops  a  key  on 
the  table,  he  just  has  another  think  coming.  I  am  not  that  kind  of 
girl.  I  just  am  not.  This  is  the  first  time  we’ve  been  anywhere 
together,  on  purpose,  and  I  definitely  don’t  want  him  to  think  I'm 
easy,  not  that  I’m  not  interested.  He’s  a  very  warm  person.  Who 
knows?  after  a  few  more  .  .  . 

This  is  sticky.  Married  people  do  not  date  —  not  even  each 
other.  They  have  weddings  and  anniversaries  and  funerals  — 
anything  involving  flowers,  and  ...  That’s  what  bothered  me! 
There  wasn’t  a  single  flower  in  that  book.  Not  one. 

I  wonder  if  he  read  it?  If  he  didn’t  he  definitely  got  the  wrong 
impression.  I  probably  shouldn't  even  have  mentioned  I  actually 
read  a  book  like  that  with  pictures,  and  I  didn’t  even  look  until  I 
finished  reading.  Then  I  just  looked.  I  didn’t  dwell  or  anything. 

And  they  weren’t  even  real  pictures;  they  were  drawings  — 
charcoal  drawings.  I’ll  have  to  explain  that.  It  was  art.  Very 
tastefully  done.  I  did  read  somewhere  they  were  drawn  from  real 
pictures,  which  makes  sense;  I  mean,  you  can't  expect  live 
models  to  hold  still  for  very  long  —  like  that  —  even  if  an  artist  is 
sketching.  A  camera’s  just  quicker.  Moreefficient.  God,  I  hopeit 
was  a  Polaroid. 

And  the  pictures  didn’t  shock  me  —  the  drawings,  I  mean.  A 
lot  of  it  just  looked  strenuous,  and  I’ve  never  been  a  terribly 
athletic  person.  I  don’t  think  I  ever  told  him  I  have  a  weak  back, 
and  I  can’t  remember  the  page  number,  but  the  book  absolutely 
said  not  to  try  that  with  a  bad  back. 

This  is  silly.  He  probably  hasn’t  even  read  it.  Even  if  he  has, 
he  can’t  possibly  expect  me  to  remember  everything.  I  only  read 
it  once. 

Here  he  comes,  and  he’s  smiling.  They  couldn't  have  called 
the  police.  He  wouldn’t  be  smiling.  I  never  smile  around  the 
police.  I  don’t  think  there’s  any  kind  of  ticket  or  anything  for 
smiling,  but  I  just  never  do. 

"Hi  there,  beautiful.  I’m  back.” 

“I  can  see.  I  wonder  why  people  say  that?  I  can’  see  your 
back  at  all.” 

“Why  so  fidgety?”  and  he  leaned  over  to  kiss  the  top  of  my 
head. 

"Where  were  you?” 

“Beer  goes  right  through  me,”  and  he  paused.  “You  thought  I 

...? 

"Hey,  this  is  for  fun,  and  I’ve  had  fun  —  as  much  fun  as  I’ve  had  in  a 
long  time.  You  just  relax,  finish  your  drink,  and  I’ll  walk  you  to 
your  car.  Tonight  you  get  home  nice  and  early;  next  week  you 


stay  out  a  little  later.  Just  a  drink,  if  that’s  what  you  want.  We’ll 
talk  about  it  —  on  the  phone—  all  week  long.” 

The  parking  lot  was  dark.  “Damn,  I  can  never  find  my  keys. 
Excuse  me.  I  don't  swear  a  lot,  but  this  is  frustrating.  I  can  hear 
them;  I  just  can’t  find  them. 

"My  purse  is  a  mess.  I  don’t  think  I’ve  ever  told  you  how 
messy  my  purse  is.  Basically  I’m  not  a  messy  person,  but  I  keep 
telling  the  kids  not  to  drop  litter,  ‘Give  it  to  Mommy,’  and  they’re 
very  good  kids.  See?  Gum  wrappers,  peanut  shells,  this  is  the 
plastic  thing  that  holds  the  pieces  for  the  snap-together  toys  you 
get  with  new  gym  shoes,  and  you  can  never  put  them  together  — 
even  with  directions.  Goes  to  show  what  directions  are  worth.” 

He  put  his  arms  around  me  and  kissed  me.  I  couldn’t  really 
think  too  well.  One  drink?  I  found  the  keys  and  stared  at  them. 

"Give  me  the  keys,”  and  he  kissed  me  again.  I  left  the  keys  in 
his  hand.  “Which  one?”  he  said,  fumbling  with  me  and  the  keys  at 
the  same  time. 

"The  one  with  a  lion  on  top.  Feel  for  a  tail.  I  had  it  made 
because  you  just  can’t  miss  a  lion.  We  had  two  cars  once  with  the 
same  kind  of  key  ...”  And  he  kept  kissing  me  as  he  reached  down 
to  unlock  the  door.  It  was  so  nice  having  a  man  open  a  doorfor 
you.  I  got  in. 

"Slide  over.”  The  way  he  said  it,  I  could  hardly  refuse. 

My  stomach  had  this  feeling  all  evening,  and  it  wasn’t  even 
really  my  stomach,  but  it  was  getting  worse.  Well,  not  worse  — 
actually  it  was  getting  better  —  but  when  something’s  getting 
better,  you  think  of  it  as  going  away.  This  was  not  going  away.  No 
way  was  it  going  away. 

He  reached  over  to  lock  the  door,  and  I  thought  it  was  a  little 
funny.  You  don't  lock  the  door  when  you’re  inside  the  car;  you 
lock  the  door  when  you're  outside  the  car,  like  in  parking  lots  and 
things.  I  always  lock  the  doors  in  parking  lots  —  especially  in  the 
city  —  because  you  never  know  who  might  hide  in 
the  back  seat  while  you’re  gone,  and  people  can 
be  murdered,  or  raped,  or  worse  that  way;  ?o  )’m 
always  very  careful  because  that  sounds  icky,  and 
nasty,  and  I  m  a  person  who  avoids  nasty  icky  things. 
And  he’s  kissing  me,  touchinq  me:  I  can  feel  him 
shaking  all  over,  and  he’s  breathing  so  hard  it  sounds 
as  if  it  hurts.  I’m  telling  him  no,  to  stop,  but  his  hand 
is  behind  my  head  so  I  can’t  turn  it.  He’s  smothering 
me  with  his  mouth,  and  it’s  very  hard  to 
talk  that  way,  but  it  feels  so  good  - 
and  I  don’t  want  him  to  break  the 
zipper  because  anyone  who  sews 
knows  how  hard  it  is  to  set  in  a  new 
zipper  once  the  slacks  are  already 
made  —  and  I  ouqht  to  push  him 
away,  but  he’s  so  st.rona.  and  I  don’t 
think  I  could  even  if  I  wanted  to 

because  I’m  floating  away  someplace 
so 

I 

just 

think 

I'll 

cas-u-ally 

mention 

when 

I 

come 

back. 

Mention  what? 

That  I’d  had  a  lovely  evening. 

His  hands  were  shaking  as  he  lit  a  cigarette.  “I’m  sorry,”  he 
said,  staring  at  the  dashboard. 

“Hmmmm?”AII  I  wanted  to  do  was  arch  my  back  and  stretch. 

"I  said  I’m  sorry.” 

"Sorry  for  what?” 

"I  hardly  touched  you,  and  it  was  all  over.  I  couldn’t  help  it. 
Christ,  I  haven’t  thought  about  anything  else  for  two  weeks.  It 
couldn’t  have  been  much  for  you,  and  that’s  what  I  wanted  —  for  it 
to  be  good  for  both  of  us. 

“And  not  like  this.  I  only  meant  to  kiss  you,  and  maybe  next 
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time  we  could  do  it  right  —  not  like  a  couple  of  kids.  You’re  never 
going  to  want  to  see  me  again.” 

"Look  at  me,”  I  said,  touching  his  cheek  to  turn  his  head. 

“You  mean  you’re  not  mad  at  me?  Even  ...” 

“It’s  called  premature  ejaculation,  not  uncommon  in  a 
situation  like  this.” 

He  smiled  as  he  ground  out  his  cigarette.  “Such  big  words 
from  such  a  little  lady.  Where  did-you  find  out  about  that?” 

“Oh,  I  said,  hoping  I  looked  more  scholarly  than  I  felt,  “I  read 
it  in  the  book.” 

I’ve  got  to  tell,  I’ve  just  got  to  tell,  because  this  isn’t  something 
I  can  just  write  in  my  diary  and  forget.  This  was  a  sin;  I  just  know  it 
was  —  it  was  so  much  fun.  And  it  was  a  big  sin  —  one  of  the  biggest 

—  I  think  it  is  the  biggest.  It  isn’t  as  if  I  turned  in  a  coupon  that 
expired. 

God  will  not  forget.  He  doesn’t  forget  anything.  Nothing. 
Not  even  coupons.  Well,  coupons  He  might  have  to  write  down  — 

I  mean,  a  lot  of  people  do  that  —  but  THIS! 

He  definitely  remembers,  and  if  I  die,  I'll  go  to  hell  —  just  right 
straight  to  hell.  God  won’t  even  ask  any  questions;  He'll  just 
point.  No,  He  won’t  do  that.  It’s  not  polite  to  point,  and  I've  always 
thought  of  God  as  having  very  good  manners.  He’ll  just  yell;  then 
I’ll  go  to  hell  forever. 

"Bless  me,  Father,  for  I  have  sinned.” 

“Yes?”  hesaid.andthelilt  was  irritating.  It  was  for  darn  sure  I 
wasn’t  there  to  report  praying  fatigue.  - 

“I  haven’t  been  to  Confession  fora  longtime.  I  mean,  I  intend 
to  go,  but  things  just  get  busy  at  times.  There’s  PT A,  and  dancing 
lessons,  and  my  husband  likes  me  home  when  he’s  home  —  and  I 
do  bake  a  lot.” 

“Yes?”  he  said  again  in  a  get-on-with-it  tone.  I  was  tempted 
to  make  up  something  about  lack  of  charity  and  forbearance  and 
just  let  it  go  at  that. 

“I  —  uh  --  think  I  may  have  committed  adultery.” 

“You  what!”  I  jumped  as  well  as  one  can  on  one’s  knees.  It 
was  clear  I  had  his  undivided  attention,  but  I  couldn’t  tell  if  he 
were  angry  or  just  startled. 

“Would  you  repeat  that?” 

“I  think  I  committed  adultery,”  I  said,  slowly  and  softly  hoping 
it  wouldn’t  sound  so  bad. 

“That’s  what  I  thought  you  said,”  and  he  sighed.  “You’ll  have 
to  let  me  collect  my  thoughts  for  d  moment.  I  thought  I’d  heard 
them  all.” 

Even  the  silence  felt  holy.  I’d  spoken  the  unspeakable,  and 
forces  were  marshalling  for  just,  final  revenge.  I  should  have 
known,  I  thought;  I  should  have  known.  Nobody  had  ever  ... 

"Now,”  he  said,  and  the  voice  was  more  puzzled  than  irate. 
“Let’s  clarify  this.  You  ‘think’  you  committed  adultery?” 

“Yes.”  My  lower  lip  was  guivering. 

“This  is  not  something  one  ‘thinks.’  Either  one  did,  or  one 
didn't  --  and  it’s  a  serious  breach  of  contract.  You  have  to  make 
up  your  mind,  not  stand  before  Almighty  God  like  a  child  who 
can’t  remember  where  she  left  her  rollerskate  key.” 

“But  Father.”  I  said,  feeling  the  tears  fighting  to  be  first  to  spill 
“you  don't  understand.” 

“Let’s  back  up,”  he  said  gently.  “Was  there  intercourse 
involved?” 

I  thought  —  hard  —  and  said,  “We  did  talk  a  lot.” 

There  was  a  swift  intake  of  breath,  almost  as  if  he  were 
struggling  to  keep  his  patience,  and  he  sputtered,  “Are  you  being 
facetious!?” 

“Oh  no,  Father.  No.  I  never  lie  --I  mean,  I  try  never  to  lie  — 
unless  it  just  can’t  be  avoided,  like  if  someone  would  be  hurt  or 
anything.  If  a  friend  asks  me  how  I  like  her  Early  American  family 
room,  I  just  say  I  think  it's  patriotic.  That’s  not  really  a  lie.” 

“Have  you  ever,”  he  said,  clearing  his  throat  repeatedly, 
“encountered  this  occasion  of  sin  in  the  past  — and  not  furniture - 

-  the  other.” 

“Well,”  I  said,  wanting  to  be  perfectly  honest  and  wondering 
if  kissing  neighbors  on  New  Year’s  Eve  would  count,  “we  do  goto 
a  lot  of  parties.  It’s  important  in  my  husband’s  business,  but  I 
never  expected  ...” 

“Wait!”  he  said.  “Tell  me  the  story.  Just  tell  me  the  story. 
Right  from  the  beginning.” 

So  I  did.  I  told  the  whole  story  just  like  I  told  it  here.  Every 
word.  When  I  was  finished,  there  was  silence.  For  a  long  time  he 
didn’t  say  a  thing. 


“Father?  Are  you  there?"  I  heard  him  sigh  —  but  no  yelling. 
Finally  he  spoke. 

“I  have  only  bit  of  advice  for  you,  my  child." 

“What’s  that,  Father?" 

“Stay  home,”  he  said.  “Just  stay  home."  His  voice  trailed 
away  as  he  lowered  the  screen. 

“But  Father!”  I  said.  “Wait.  Don't  I  have  a  penance  or 
anything?  I  mean,  I’ve  got  to  make  up  for  this.” 

“Penance?"  he  said,  raising  the  screen  halfway.  "Penance." 
As  he  lowered  the  screen  again,  he  murmured,  “Pray  for  me." 

Karen  Lee  Jackson 


LUST 


Hot  sparks 

jump 

your  terminal  connector  ... 

I  love  you  as 

I 

love 

you  ...  and 

touch 

you 

with  my 
tongue. 

Raymond  Coffman 
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COMMUTING 


Night  blurs  by  the  window 
as  I  am  transported, 
home  for  the  weekend. 

My  family  opens  up, 
and  I  am  absorbed 
back  into  them, 
again. 

Relatives  come  and 
chat  for  a  while, 
saying  predictable  things: 

"How  does  it  feel 
to  be  home?" 

"Don't  you  miss  everyone 
when  you're  away?" 

"How  do  you  like  it 
over  there?" 

Then,  every  Sunday  night, 

I  go  back. 

Back  to  my  life 
away  from  my  family, 
my  home, 
my  childhood. 

Back  to  the  other  half 
of  my  dual  identity. 

Back  the  long 

monotonous  way 

as  night  blurs  by  the  window. 

Catherine  Potosky 


"THE  FLOGGED  POET" 

Trapped  in  a  line  of  verse, 
don't  know  when  I'll  finish. 

Perhaps  when  the  window's  paint  turns  yellow  and  chips, 
or  when  I  hear  my  voice  calling 
the  soaring  sparrow. 

Maybe  the  space  will  be  filled 
when  I  hear  the  babe  cry  underneath 
the  tree's  fallen  shadow. 

And  if  I  fall  asleep: 

shake  the  rattles  awake  me  from  slumber. 

Pay  the  Night  for  denying  me  the  bed  time. 

Invade  my  mind  to  study  the  empty  space 
that  hadn't  the  speed  to  write  the  line. 

But  in  this  world  of  modern  poetry 

there  is  no  way  to  smite  the  foe 

that  bewilders  and  slows  down  the  hysterical  efforts, 

to  write  the  final  line. 


Jesus  Gutierrez 
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Monolith,”  Andrija  Boljevic 


WHISPERS 


It's  the  whisper  of  things: 
fine  hairs,  delicate, 
brushed  on  green  leaf 
or  the  way  they  lie 
on  back  of  hand,  smooth, 
as  seaweed  seen 
through  roll  of  wave 

or  silent  streams  of  smoke, 
exhaled,  and  powder 
of  gray  ash,  crumbly, 
like  dust  whorls  floating 
floors  of  ice 

the  pleasing  pull  of  thread 
through  fabric  in  a  way 
that  says  I'm  alive, 
audible  only  to  inner  ear 
that  pumps  silence 

and  lullabyes,  far  off,  lovely 
sifting  green  memories 
of  swings  on  porches 
as  evening  slowly  turns 
with  a  sigh. 


Gary  Czerwinski 


AUTUMN 

Snug  autumn  evening 

rubbing  impatiently  against  my  door; 

enter  my  abode. 

Let  me  stroke  the  temporal  roughness 
of  decaying  leaves,  inhale  scents 
of  wild  rainy  wetness, 
tangy  smoky  smudges 
of  burning  in  the  woods. 

Step  forward  across  my  threshold,  slamming 
the  guarded,  weighted  door 
behind  you. 

Then  traverse  my  home, 

spilling,  sealing,  locking  your  presence 

into  my  senses  forever. 


Dawn  Blomquist 


Pam  Goldstein 


A  NIGHT  AT  THE  PLAY 

Blue  eyes  laced  with  silver 
met  mine 

I  turned  away 

Something  grasped  me 

I  turned  to  call  her 

But  not  tonight 

Tomorrow 

then  I  will  touch  her 
Yes  tomorrow 

She'll  smile  my  name. 

Kevin  T.  Taylor 
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WILL  IT  PASS 


When  north  winds  come  blowing 
Over  that  new  home  of  yours 
Will  you  still  care 
And  have  me  on  your  mind 

When  time  makes  your  visions  fade 
And  days  pass  us  by 
Will  you  still  remember 
How  it  was  only  yesterday 

Stuck  in  a  door 
A  broken  key 
I  need  to  know  your  way 
Wanting  to  turn  the  light 
Back  on 

But  knowing  you  won't  be  here 
Thinking  about  what  a  lonely  house  is 
And  wishing  your  foot-steps  here. 

Doug  Norris 


LOVE  POEM 

I  would  like 

You  to  have 

A  little  garden 

Of  spring  flowers 

So  that  you 

Could  know 

Under  sun's  light 

And  under  sun's  warmth 

How  beautiful 

You  are. 


SEPTEMBER  GARDEN 

An  anchorite  predicting  frost, 

I  sense  Persephone's  off 
To  an  icy  hall. 

And  the  wheel  turns. 

Under  a  boot's  heel, 

Tomatoes  gush. 

Melons  gutted,  cankered 
Suffer  green  worms'  intrusions. 

Grasses  crackle 

and  the  squirrels  hoard. 

Invaded,  nearly  vanquished, 

The  garden  sags. 

Diaphanous  and  radiant, 

Old  stalks  cling 
To  what  cannot  nourish, 

Nor  soften  husks 
Into  bloom  and  ear. 

My  expansive  lake 
Beneath  the  garden's  hill 
Slaps  the  beach. 

And  as  lovers.leave, 

The  boats  lie  dry 

A  spider,  weaving  in  the  chill, 

Stopping, 

Listens. 

John  Raymer 


Charles  Tinkham 
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Skylark  takes  great  pleasure  in  featuring  the  poetry  of  John 
Bolinger.  Mr.  Bolinger  teaches  French  at  Morton  Senior  High 
School  and  combines  the  talents  of  photographer,  poet  and  play¬ 
wright.  The  ten  poems  appearing  on  pages  28-32  represent  a  fine 
talent  worth  special  recognition. 


CELEBRATION 

To  have  embraced  an  October  afternoon 
And  to  have  lain  on  your  back 
Making  love  to  the  sky  is  to  have  inhaled 
A  shimmering  part  of  life. 

To  have  smelled  the  crunching,  appled  earth 
And  to  have  the  buttress  of  your  being 
Thrust  against  death  over  the  plains 
Is  to  know  you  have  been  and  can  become. 

To  have  looked  through  the  traceries  of  your  being 
Across  golden  days  darkened  by  the  cold 
With  tree  trunk  textures  of  autumn  wind 
Folding  over  sunlight  to  evening's  gray; 

To  have  breathed  life  from  this  air 
and  seen  the  shining  moment 
Is  to  have  embraced  an  October  afternoon 
And  lain  on  your  back 

Making  love  to  the  sky,  soaring,  wild  and  silver, 

On  those  porcelain-blue  days. 


IN  THE  SHADE  O'  THE  GREEN 

Uncle  Albert,  born  in  Dublin, 

Came  to  see  us  many  Aprils  ago; 

An  ancient  man  with  hair  fleecy  white 
Whispering  on  his  head  like  spun  sugar  at  the  fair. 

He  sat  on  the  porch  with  Grandad  and  me, 

Telling  the  old  stories  I  longed  to  hear 
With  his  Gaelic  voice  like  a  whiskey  wind 
Full  of  the  oldness  and  rush  of  the  sea. 

We  stayed  'til  house  shadows  fell  all  around, 

And  the  sun  slipped  away  like  a  cooled  memory. 

The  creak  of  the  rocker  stopped,  and  he  slept 
As  I  stared  at  the  carved  elf's  face  on  his  cane. 

I  used  to  believe  in  leprechauns 

And  the  stark  high  music  of  the  banshee's  wail, 

But  Mayor  Daley  took  St.  Patrick's  place; 

Not  many  believe  in  believing  now. 

Yet  never  an  April  comes  or  goes  with  its  showers 
That  I  don't  think  of  Albert  and  his  elf-headed  cane, 
And  I  secretly  wonder  if  he  went  where  the  wee  ones 
Welcomed  him  fondly  'round  a  fine  lake  of  beer. 
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TO  A  GRANDFATHER  MUCH  REMEMBERED 


Just  a  stone  marked  place, 

Earth,  flowers  and  grass 
Receiving  an  old  man  once  loved, 

Must  make  me  still. 

This  sky,  unspeakably  blue, 

This  blazing  sun,  mocking  death, 

Light  the  way  for  us  who  remain 

And  know  that  such  a  heart  as  beats  no  longer, 

Closed  within  that  dark  breast, 

Such  a  breath  that  hath  taken  flight, 

Must  find  such  substance  as  we  know  in  dreams. 

No  melancholy  on  the  final  journey, 

No  umbrellas  to  shine  over  the  grave, 

No  black  veil  to  make  sorrow  cunning, 

Only  wind  weeping  over  soft  grass 
Hath  made  me  still. 


DEPARTURE 


BUTTERFLY 


My  life  caught  the  last  of  summer  today, 

Sifting  it  through  my  senses, 

Exploding  its  rays  into  a  spectrum  of  memory 
As  a  prism  scatters  light  into  all  colors. 

The  wind  was  a  gentle  thing 

Breaking  the  sea  into  tiny  waves  for  miles  around 

Like  shattered  diamonds  in  the  sun, 

And  the  air  was  moved  by  the  breaths  of  all  creatures 
While  showers  cooled  murmurings  of  orb  weavers  and  elves. 

The  water  and  sky  became  a  vast  expanse  of  blue 
With  no  horizon  but  the  veil  between  now  and  forever. 

After  the  tuneless  rhythm  of  rain,  the  sun 

Split  the  air  with  golden  spikes 

Declaring  the  final  hour 

With  one  more  blaze  of  vanity 

Before  the  moon's  watery,  milk-white  pallor. 

Ancient  light  of  stars  a  million  suns  away 

Bristled  the  darkness  above  the  clovered  earth 

Where  the  cicada  died  again,  and  the  butterfly  dissolved; 

And  I  tasted  time,  like  a  swan's  breath,  chilled  away. 


Ripples  of  color  swirl  over  your  wings 
Like  stained  glass  pictures  abstracting  mind, 

Constricting  conscience,  arresting  life  in  a  moment. 

You  hover  over  a  flower,  emitting  life's  pulse 
In  the  tiny  breeze  of  your  movements 
While  the  icy  wind  is  yet  far  away. 

Fluttering  flame,  unaware  that  extinction  comes, 

Burning  a  moment,  tapering  life  to  its  source. 

And  the  old  man, whose  curse  is  awareness, 

Sits  watching  above  the  garden, 

His  frail  hand  resting  on  the  window  sill 
Like  a  white  bird  that  can  no  longer  fly. 
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Andrija  Boljevic 
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TUMBLE  DRY  and  REMOVE  PROMPTLY 


John  Bolinger .  .  . 


A  mind  is  a  file  of  experiences 

Randomly  arranged  and  rearranged 

As  the  source  for  ideas  and  TV  commercials. 

There  is  no  alphabetical  order  to  them; 

They  are  just  there,  a  collage  of  synapses 
Crossing  one  over  another,  weaving  a  life, 

Drawing  memories,  spinning  dreams. 

And  from  this  ill  kept  place, 

From  this  chaos  of  botched  renderings, 

There  occasionally  ventures  forth 
A  poem,  embryo  of  the  self, 

Whose  yolk  is  like  a  tiny  sun  covered  by  darkness, 
Its  secret  light  focused  by  the  mind's  eye 
To  a  point  of  order,  distilled  and  burning. 


ALBUM  I 

Yellowed  photos,  relics  of  time, 

Recall  the  faces  of  loves  gone  by 

Before  the  electric  winter  comes 

With  hot  tea  cozies  'round  pots  well  made. 

And  who  will  summon  the  dreams  that  are  carved 
From  this  prison  of  marbled  years? 

Dreams  once  wrinkled  by  summer  rain, 

Now  sinking  in  drowsy  thunder. 


ALBUM  II 

It's  been  a  long  journey  to  the  now 
A  trackless  trek  through  colored  ballons 
And  school  rooms  of  catalogued  loves. 

A  thousand  detours  have  brought  me  here 
'Round  carousels  aflame  with  the  brandy  of  then, 
Aged  in  kegs  of  laughter  growing 
In  stained  glass  rooms  all  crimson  in  the  gone. 

The  now  is  a  frame  holding  harlequin  shadows 
Of  a  smile  as  quiet  as  evening  snow, 

The  almost  remembered  face  of  a  clown 
Lost  in  a  smear  of  stars. 
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John  Bolinger .  .  . 


PASSING 


Suspended  like  a  jewel  is  the  last  summer  day, 
Brilliant  against  the  terrible  memory  of  the  cold. 

All  past  moments  become  ancestors  of  now 
As  being  young  becomes  less  important  than  being. 

Then  comes  the  oneness, 

Irrevocable  cycle  of  gain  and  loss 
Passing  of  one  second,  birth  of  the  next, 

Moving  us  relentlessly  toward  Death's  ambush. 

All  goodbyes,  pressed  together  like  dried  flowers, 
Echo  carriage  wheels  on  stone  streets 
And  jet  engines  splitting  sky  with  distance 
Until  the  sounds  are  tunneled  into  silence. 

An  infant  voice  after  its  slap  into  first  breath 
Arcs  its  way  over  man's  endless  dirge. 

That  we  enter  and  leave  the  pearl  gray  morning 
Makes  us  companions  on  the  same  journey. 

A  final  warmth  is  carried  by  the  heart 
And  must  gently  outlast  the  sun, 

Laying  itself  upon  our  loneliness 
Like  wintergreen  against  morning  snow. 


THE  MOTH 


Slivers  of  wind  curl  around  trees, 

And  branches  hold  thin  streaks  of  snow 
Like  moonlight  on  yesterday's  plans. 

The  window  yields  only  a  haze  of  my  reflection 
As  though  my  face  is  that  of  someone  I  knew. 

The  sun  completes  its  arc  over  my  house, 

Sad  parade  of  winter  over  my  life. 

I  open  the  window  to  find  what  is  lost. 

Curtains  float  over  me,  flirtatious  ghosts, 

And  the  air  is  like  white  wine. 

On  the  sill  is  a  moth  from  last  summer, 

Parched  and  breathless  as  a  dead  leaf  on  the  wind, 
Spiraling  into  the  circular  breeze, 

Rising,  pulsating  with  ephemeral  energy 
Until  it  lies  motionless  on  the  sky-blue  carpet. 

Molten  sunlight  pours  in  the  west  windows, 

Moving  across  the  carpet,  over  the  moth,  to  my  feet. 

There  is  a  promise  of  life  in  the  cool  air, 

And  the  fading  light  becomes  another  sunrise 

As  it  lingers  on  the  floor 

Like  some  forgotten  brightness  under  the  sea. 
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THE  WILL 

Teetering  between  the  loss  and  the  unknown. 
Sanity, 

fragile  as  bone  china. 

back  to  back  with  the  trigger  of  its  suicide 

each  step  closer  to  the  moment  of  duel. 

Insanity, 

balancing  on  tiptoe- 
teetering  on  a  cliff  of  thin  ice. 

each  breath  weighing, 
each  breath  costing. 

The  will  awaits  —  leashed  and  choking, 

clawing  for  freedom  with  bruised  nails 
fighting  with  defenseless  dreams 
for  a  truth 
for  a  hope 

for  a  reason  to  continue. 


\ 

i 

Andrija  Boljevic 


D.  Henderlong  Egnatz 
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VENGEANCE  FROM  A  BOTTLE 

“Twelve  thousand  square  feet.  Easy  access  to  both  rail  and 
water  transportation,  low  city  taxes...”  The  salesman’s  voice 
trailed  off  as  it  usually  did  during  these  preliminary  meetings.  Mr. 
Smith  gazed  out  the  window  of  his  office  on  the  59th  floor.  He 
noticed  that  lately  he  fell  into  these  daydreams  quicker  and 
quicker.  Was  it  the  confidence  of  success?  When  he  first  went 
into  business,  he  listened  to  every  word  with  the  concentration  of 
a  safe  cracker.  He  had  to  back  then.  One  bad  decision  would 
have  meant  instant  bankruptcy.  Maybe  he  had  just  been  at  it  too 
long.  Thirty-five  years  in  the  tool  and  die  business  was  a  long 
time  for  anybody,  even  if  it  was  his  own  company. 

“...and  I'm  sure  you’ve  already  realized  the  growth  potential 
for...” 

This  was  the  tenth  salesman  he’d  listened  to  that  day.  They 
all  sounded  the  same.  He  had  a  hard  time  distinguishing  between 
them  although  he  didn't  really  care.  He  had  his  own  people  scout 
every  parcel  they  were  plugging.  After  all,  you  don’t  open  another 
factory  on  the  word  of  someone  who’s  trying  to  sell  you  the  land. 
Daydreaming  was  the  only  way  he  could  keep  the  drone  of  the 
salesman's  voice  from  putting  him  to  sleep.  He  thought  about  the 
past  weekend.  He  couldn’t  remember  when  he’d  had  a  better 
time.  He  and  his  wife  had  gone  down  to  the  lake  for  two  days. 
Two  whole  days  of  doing  nothing.  No  phone  calls,  no  decisions, 
best  of  all  no  salesmen  with  their  psuedo-friendship  and  expense 
account  luncheons  they  were  always  too  willing  to  share. 

At  first  Mr.  Smith  liked  this  treatment.  It  made  him  feel 
important,  needed.  Later  it  became  a  nuisance  and  later  yet,  an 
insult.  He  reminisced,  “I’ll  never  forget  that  salesman  from 
Pittman.  Wouldn’t  take  no  for  an  answer.  Pushed  hisway  pastthe 
secretary  one  day,  telling  how  he  enjoyed  my  company.  How 
business  had  nothing  to  do  with  our  rapport.  While  eating  the 
most  expensive  dinner  at  the  most  expensive  restaurant  in  town,  I 
calmly  looked  up,  I  rehearsed  that  part,  and  told  him  I’d  already 
given  the  contract  to  Mernecer.  He  couldn’t  even  finish  his 
steak.”  Mr.  Smith’s  thoughts  returned  to  the  beach.  “That  last 
night  was  ideal.  It  was  a  gorgeous  sunset.  Thefirewas  warm  and 
roast  clams  never  tasted  so  good.  I’ll  never  forget  the  way  the 
setting  sun  skipped  it’s  orange  light  off  the  waves.” 

An  orange  beam  caught  Mr.  Smith’s  eye.  For  an  instant  he 
thought  he  was  back  on  the  beach.  These  lapses  were  not  only 
becoming  quicker  but  also  deeper.  The  light  turned  out  to  be  only 
the  refraction  of  the  sun  by  the  large  diamond  ring  the  salesman 
was  wearing.  The  distraction  was  annoying.  The  salesman  must 
have  noticed  a  twinge  of  displeasure  because  his  next  words 
were,  “We  could  always  negotiate  that  point  if  it’s  not  to  your 
liking.” 

“We’ll  see,  we'll  see.” 

Mr.  Smith  didn’t  have  the  slightest  idea  what  they  were  going 
to  see  about.  He’d  learned  to  say  that  every  now  and  then  during 
these  meetings.  He  tried  to  return  to  the  beach,  but  the  orange 
light  kept  tugging  him  back  to  the  office.  It  was  remarkable  how 
similar  the  color  was  to  the  sunset.  He  got  a  look  at  it  every  time 
the  salesman’s  hand  was  in  a  cetain  position.  It  was  happening 
more  and  more  now  that  the  salesman  was  using  a  chart.  It  was  a 
bar  graph  of  something  or  other  and  its  use  seemed  to  require  a 
lot  of  hand  movement.  Mr.  Smith  was  studying  one  of  these 
beams  when  a  second  one  caught  his  eye.  It  was  from  a  large 
diamond  stickpin  in  the  salesman’s  tie.  For  the  first  time  Mr. 
Smith  gave  him  more  than  a  casual  glance.  The  diamonds 
weren’t  out  of  place.  The  suit  he  wore  was  of  a  type  of  interwoven 
material  that  couldn’t  be  found  on  a  rack.  His  shoes  alone  would 
have  paid  most  people’s  rent  for  a  month. 

“This  guy  must  own  a  clothing  warehouse.  I  have  a 
multimillion  dollar  corporation  and  I  don’t  dress  that  good.”  He 
followed  the  creases  in  the  suit  up  to  his  face.  His  face.  “Baby¬ 
faced,  blond  hair  and  all.  Probably  never  did  any  real  work  in  his 
life.  And  he's  cross-eyed.  I  haven’t  seen  a  cross-eyed  person 
since  I  was  a  kid.”  He  was  thinking  of  Jerry  Augusta,  his  best 
friend,  Mark’s  kid  brother.  “Boy  we  used  to  have  some  good  times 
together,  me  and  Mark.”  Mr.  Smith  almost  laughed  when  he 
thought  about  the  time  they  nearly  burnt  his  old  man’s  garage 
down  playing  with  gasoline.  The  salesman  momentarily  broke 
his  train  of  thought. 

“I  thought  you’d  go  for  that  point,  sir.” 

“Then  there  was  the  time  I  got  locked  in  my  bedroom  for  a 
week  because  we  had  a  shaving  cream  fight  down  in  the 


basement.  Of  course  all  of  that  was  before...”  After  they  got  into 
high  school  something  happened  to  Mark.  Mr.  Smith  didn’t  know 
if  it  was  the  crowd  he  fell  in  with  or  what  but  he  started  to  change. 
At  first  it  was  small  stuff.  Mr.  Smith  even  went  along  with  him 
once  when  they  snuck  into  a  junk  yard  and  stole  a  bag  full  of 
flashlights,  lighters  and  otheritemsfromtheglovecompartments 
of  demolished  cars.  But  later  it  got  worse.  The  police  brought 
Mark  home  the  first  couple  of  times.  Then  his  mother  had  to  go 
pick  him  up.  After  that  they  turned  to  a  more  institutionalized 
form  of  discipline.  He  was  in  and  out  of  one  detenton  home  after 
another  until  he  was  old  enough  to  go  to  jail.  “I  wonder  what 
finally  happened  to  Mark.  Just  before  Jerry’s  mother  moved  him 
out  of  state,  he  said  that  Mark  had  finished  a  high  school 
equivalency  course  and  joined  the  Marines.  If  you  could  believe 
Jerry.  There  was  so  little  of  what  he  said  you  could.  “Jerry  had 
been  picked  up  for  shoplifting  attheage  Mark  and  I  were  thinking 
about  where  to  get  more  shaving  cream.  It  must  have  been  the 
example  he  had.  Then  there  was  his  parents’ divorce.  He  took  to 
it  so  naturally.  Even  his  brother,  six  years  his  senior,  couldn't 
come  up  with  some  of  his  schemes.  And  I  always  fell  forthem.  No 
matter  how  much  I  swore  it  would  never  happen  again,  it  always 
did.  They  looked  like  such  innocent  propositions.  Like  that  time 
he  suckered  me  in  on  the  cologne  deal.  He  had  no  reason  to  go 
forme.  I  never  bothered  him,  especially  that  day.  I  was  playing  a 
pinball  machine.  That’s  all  any  of  us  did  during  high  school.  He 
comes  up  with  a  bottle  of  cologne  and  offers  to  sell  it  to  me  for  one 
dollar.  It  cost  about  eight  bucks  in  the  store.  It  was  full.  It  even 
had  the  original  carton  and  the  gold  colored  chain  around  it's 
neck.  He  said  he  found  it  behind  the  liquor  store,  probably 
dropped  by  a  drunk.  I  figured  it  was  hot,  but  he  knew  I’d  never  buy 
it  off  him  if  he  told  me  that.  How  was  I  supposed  to  know  it  was 
only  water.  It  smelled  like  cologne,  weak  but  ...  My  girlfriend 
couldn’t  smell  it  wen  I  asked  her  if  she  liked  it.  He  just  had  to  tell 
me  he  sold  me  a  bottle  of  water.  It  wasn’t  good  enough  for  him  to 
take  me.  He  had  to  let  me  know  I’d  been  taken.  Good  ole  Jerry. 
He  never  could  keep  his  mouth  shut.  I’d  have  never  figured  out  if 
he  hadn’t  told  me.  I  had  to  make  up  a  story  about  dropping  the 
bottle  in  the  sink.  Good  ole  loud  mouth,  cross-eyed  Jerry.” 

“Mr.  Smith?  Mr.  Smith?” 

The  salesman  had  pushed  his  way  into  Mr.  Smith’s 
consciousness  again. 

“What?” 

“Do  you  want  me  to  go  into  the  specifics?” 

“No,  no,  just  go  on.”  Mr.  Smith  returned  to  his  refuge.  "This 
guy  reminds  me  a  lot  of  Jerry.  He  talks  just  like  him.  So  nice,  so 
sweet,  so  obnoxious.  He  even  looks  like  him.  He  looks  a  lot  like 
him.  Mr.  Smith  broke  in  on  the  oration  while  the  salesman  was 
trying  to  make  a  point.  “What’d  you  say  your  name  was?” 

The  salesman  grinned.  His  smile  told  he  was  used  to  forcing 
his  name  on  people  rather  than  having  it  asked.  “Why,  it’s  Jerry 
Augusta.  Anything  I  can  help  you  with  just  give  me  a  ring."  He 
smiled  again  and  continued. 

Mr.  Smith  sat  stunned.  “No,  it  can’t  be  true.  After  all  these 
years.  I  always  assumed  he’d  be  serving  a  long  term  by  now,  or 
shot  dead.  It  can't  be.  Can’t  be,  not  in  this  position.”  Mr.  Smith 
interrupted  him  again.  “Where’d  you  grow  up  Jerry?” 

“Winthrow.  It’s  a  small  town  in  Minnesota.  I  tell  most  people 
I’m  from  Minneaspolis  since  it’s  so  close. 

“It  must  be  him.  It  can’t  be.  I  suppose  I  should  have  figured 
he’d  end  up  some  kind  of  salesman.  He  was  agood  liar.  Hecould 
tell  you  his  kid  sister  had  been  raped  by  a  tribe  of  albino  midgets, 
with  a  straight  face.  I  wonder  if  he  recognizes  me.  I  don’t  suppose 
so.  It  has  been  40  years.”  Mr.  Smith  thought  of  his  grey  hairs  and 
ulcer  diet  he  blamed  his  work  for.  “This  is  going  to  be  great.” 

The  salesman  had  his  full  attention  now.  He  listened  and 
watched  him  go  on  waiting  for  the  minute  he  was  done  so  ne 
could  throw  him  out.  He  savored  the  thought  like  the  aroma  of  a 
pre-embargo  Cuban  cigar.  “I  ought  to  call  him  a  swindler  to  his 
face.  Right  in  front  of  his  boss.  I’ll  tell  him  I  don’t  deal  with 
swindlers  or  companies  that  hire  them,  and  throw  them  both  out.” 
Mr.  Smith  looked  at  the  man  sitting  in  the  corner.  He  seemed 
intently  interested  in  the  flip  cards.  “I  should  be  thankful  to  him 
though.  That  cologne  incident  really  taught  me  a  lesson;  never 
deal  with  a  crook  or  try  to  turn  a  quick  profit.  In  a  way  Jerry,  you 
made  me  what  I  am.  That  simple  rule  saved  me  from  ruin  many 
times.  Play  honest  or  not  at  all.  You  really  can’t  cheat  an  honest 
man.  I'll  throw  them  both  out  on  their  ass.” 

Mr.  Smith  tingled.  He  felt  like  a  child  waiting  for  the  stroke  of 
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midnight  to  open  a  birthday  present.  Some  of  the  excitement 
wore  off  as  the  stack  of  unused  flip  cards  shrunk.  Mr.  Smith 
drifted  in  his  thoughts  again.  This  time  they  weren’t  on  the  beach 
though.  He  became  so  preoccupied,  the  salesman  and  his  boss 
stood  up  and  exchanged  shrugged  shoulders  before  he  realized 
they  had  finished.  Mr.  Smith  snapped  back  and  jumped  to  his 
feet. 

“Jerry,  Jerry  I  think  you’ve  got  something.” 

“Well,  we  felt  we  did  also.” 

"No,  I  mean  you  personally.” 

A  salesman  doesn’t  often  get  compliments,  especially  from  a 
buyer,  especially  in  front  of  his  immediate  supervisor.  “Oh,  well, 
...thank  you.” 

“I  don’t  know  what  it  is,  but  I  think  we  can  swing  a  deal.” 

“I’m  sure  we  can.” 

Mr.  Smith  turned  to  the  other  man.  I  don’t  mean  to  sound 
offensive,  but  I  think  Jerry  and  I  can  finish  this  up  ourselves.” 

“You  want  me  to  leave?” 

“In  a  nice  way.  I  usually  do  business  like  that.  One  to  one. 
Over  the  years  I  found  that  the  more  people  involved,  the  longer  it 
takes.  And  the  result  is  never  any  better.” 

“Uh... certainly.  Jerry  is  quite  capable..” 

“I’m  glad  you  understand.”  Mr.  Smith  pressed  one  of  the 
electronic  buttons  that  were  built  into  his  walnut  desk.  “Mrs. 
Lippet,  have  a  limo  sent  around  for  Mr....”  He  looked  at  the  man. 

“Shaper.” 

“...Shaper.” 

“Yes,  Mr.  Smith.”  the  voice  replied. 

Mr.  Shaper  picked  up  his  briefcase,  planted  a  smile  on  his 
face  and  walked  across  the  office  offering  his  hand.  “It  was  a 
pleasure  meeting  you  Mr.  Smith. 

“I’m  sure  we’ll  meet  again.” 

He  turned  and  went  out  the  door.  Mr.  Smith  leaned  on  his 
elbows  till  he  saw  the  doors  close  behind  the  balding  Mr.  Shaper. 

“Now  then,  Jerry,  you  were  going  to  fill  me  in  on  some 
‘specifics’?  Is  that  what  you  called  them?” 

“Yes,  sir.  Just  some  details  you  might  be  interested  in.” 

“Pull  up  a  chair  so  you  won’t  have  to  shout  from  across  the 
room.” 

“Yes  sir.”  Jerry  grabbed  his  charts  and  folders  and  hurried 
over  to  the  plush  seat  opposite  Mr.  Smith.  He  went  over  lists  of 
figures  underlining  some  in  red.  Mr.  Smith  stopped  him  as  he 
turned  a  page. 

“Tell  me,  how  do  you  feel  about  your  boss?” 

“Mr.  Shaper?  Oh,  he’s  all  right.” 

“I  mean  really.  You  can  be  frank.” 

“How  does  anyone  feel  about  their  boss?” 

“A  lot  of  people  hate  them.” 

“I  wouldn’t  go  that...” 

“I  understand  how  it  can  happen.  They  can  make  or  break 
you  just  on  a  whim.  You  get  on  their  bad  side  and  you’ve  put  head 
on  a  promotional  headsmen’s  block.  Has  that  ever  happened  to 
you?” 

Jerry  twinged.  “I’ve  done  my  share  of  the  proverbial 
smoothing  over.”  He  tried  to  return  to  the  sale. 

Mr.  Smith  let  him  go  on  a  while  before  he  asked,  “Are  you 
getting  a  fair  deal  ?" 

“I  make  a  good  living.” 

“But  do  you  feel  you’re  being  used  to  your  maximum 
potential?” 

“Well...” 

“How  long  have  you  been  working  for  him?” 

“Twenty  years.” 

“Twenty  years,  huh?”  Mr.  Smith  let  his  eyebrows  rise 
conspicuously.  “And  you’re  a  what?” 

“Pardon  me?” 

“What’s  your  title?” 

"Assistant  Junior  Vice-President.” 

“Assistant  huh?  I’d  think  someone  with  your  talent  and 
service  would  have  made  VP  by  now.” 

The  words  cut  deeply.  Jerry  Augusta  had  a  ready  excuse. 
He'd  tried  to  convince  himself  of  it’s  truth  many  times.  The  sale 
suddenly  became  secondary.  “There’s  a  lot  more  to  it  than  that.” 

"Not  really.  Maybe  if  you  advance  in  the  same  company,  but 
the  directory’s  full  of  marketing  firms.  My  VP  in  charge  of  sales 
has  been  here  eight  years  less.” 

Jerry  unconsciously  looked  toseeifthedoorwas  still  closed. 
"That. ..did  pass  me  up.” 


"The  more  qualified  man  huh?” 

“He’s  got  it  in  for  me.  Hell,  look  at  the  record.  My  sales,  that’s 
all  that  really  counts.  Who  cares  how...” 

“How  you  get  them?” 

“Well. ..uh... yes.  I  know  I’m  nottelling  you  anything  you  don’t 
already  know.  You  don’t  build  a  multi-national  company  without 
stretching  the  truth  somewhere  along  the  line.” 

“Just  as  I  suspected.” 

“Sir?” 

“How  much  do  you  make?” 

“Seventy-five  last  year.  Why?” 

“That’s  what  my  assistant  to  the  assistant  makes.” 

Jerry’s  mouth  dropped  open. 

“That’s  right.” 

The  words  had  a  threatening  effect  on  Jerry.  "That  Shaper 
always  was  cheap.  Right  by  the  book.  Everything.  You  never 
seen  a  more  greedy  man.  He’d  do  nearly  anything,  within  the  law, 
to  get  money  and  he’d  do  nearly  anything  to  keep  it  from  getting 
away.  What’s  a  few  thousand  bucks  to  a  guy  in  his  position? 
You’d  think  a  raise  would  mean  taking  food  out  of  his  mouth.  And 
God,  don't  mention  a  promotion.” 

“How’d  you  like  to  get  even?” 

“Get  even?” 

“Get  some  revenge  and  come  out  way  ahead.  Moneywise 
you  might  even  end  up  with  enough  capital  to  open  your  own 
business.” 

Jerry  let  the  papers  fall  out  of  his  hands. 

“Think  of  it.  Your  own  business.  You  could  give  yourself  a 
raise.  Give  yourself  a  promotion.  Give  everyone  else  the  orders.” 

“How?  Not  that  I’m  interested,”  he  quickly  added,  “Curious, 
just  curious.” 

“All  you  have  to  do  is  buy  a  certain  parcel  of  land.” 

“What  land?  How  will  that  do  anything?” 

“You  buy  the  land;  any  lot,  use  a  fake  name,  it  doesn’t  matter. 
Then  sell  it  to  yourself,  that  is,  your  company,  at  an  enormous 
markup.” 

“That’s  fraud.” 

Mr.  Smith  scoffed,  “Not  fraud.  Business.  It’s  not  illegal  to  sell 
your  land  to  your  company.” 

“Even  so,  why  would  they  want  it?” 

“I’ll  indicate  that  I’m  interested  in  it.  You’re  merely  doing  your 
job  in  obtaining  it  for  me.” 

“No,  I  can’t  do  that.  Besides,  where  would  I  get  the  money?” 

“You  make  payment  by  check  on  Friday.” 

Jerry's  building  enthusiasm  slumped.  “Sure,  and  Saturday 
I’ll  put  New  York  back  in  the  black  with  another  check.  I  don’t 
have  that  kind  of  money.” 

“You  don’t  have  to.  The  realtor  won’t  be  able  to  cash  the 
check  till  Monday.  By  the  time  it  gets  back  for  payment  to  your 
bank,  you  will  have  re-sold  the  land,  and  deposited  enough  to 
cover  your  check,  plus  the  cream  off  the  top.” 

Jerry  sat  unbelieving  for  the  longest  time.  He  snatched  up  his 
papers.  "No,  it  sounds  too  risky.”  Hesnappedshuttheleatherlid 
on  the  briefcase.  “It’s  dishonest.” 

“You’ve  made  overdrafts  before.” 

“Not  like  that." 

“So  it’s  more  money.  The  principle’s  the  same.” 

“No  rubber  checks.  I'm  sorry  I  can’t  go  along  with  this.”  He 
headed  for  the  door. 

Mr.  Smith  called  out  to  him,  “It  could  be  worth  a  hundred 
thousand  dollars  to  you.”  The  door  slammed. 

That  night,  Mr.  Smith  was  about  to  turn  out  the  light  when  the 
bedside  phone  rang.  It  was  Jerry. 

"I  figure  that  kind  of  deal  would  be  good  for  thirty-thousand 
max.  Where’s  the  other  seventy  grand  come  from?” 

“I  thought  you’d  change  your  mind.” 

“Yeah,  well  I  haven’t  yet.” 

“It’s  all  very  simple.”  Mr.  Smith  went  on  to  describe  the  rest  of 
the  plan.  Not  even  breathing  could  be  heard  from  the  other  end  of 
the  line.  When  he  finished,  Jerry’s  low  tone  made  his  voice  sound 
hoarse,  “What’s  in  it  for  you?” 

“I  wondered  when  you  would  bring  that  up.  Let’s  just  say 
satisfaction.” 

“You  mean  you  want  Shaper  too?” 

“Let's  say  I  have  a  score  to  settle.” 

“I  want  to  get  this  straight.  I  get  the  money  and  you  get 
satisfaction?” 

"Something  like  that.” 
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"I’ll  be  in  your  office  Monday  at  eight.” 

At  exactly  eight  a  m.  that  next  Monday  morning,  Jerry 
Augusta  walked  out  of  Mr.  Smith’s  private  elevator.  The  secretary 
instructed  him  to  go  right  in.  Mr.  Smith  was  behind  his  desk 
looking  as  if  he  were  waiting  for  the  curtain  to  raise  at  the  cinema. 

"Do  you  have  it?” 

Jerry  popped  open  the  chrome  latches  on  his  briefcase. 
Silently  he  held  out  the  document  that  showed  ownership  of  a 
plot  of  land.  It  was  made  out  to  J.J.  Faufner,  Jerry’s  company. 

"So  soon?” 

"I  told  them  that’s  what  you  wanted.  I  said  I  had  to  meet  you 
Monday  morning.  They  pushed  the  deal  through  Sunday  night. 
Even  got  the  company  notary  out  of  bed." 

“And  Mr.  Shaper?” 

“Fell  for  it  completely.  Told  me  there  might  be  a  little 
something  in  the  envelope  at  Christmas  time,  the  son  of  a  bitch.” 
Jerry  pulled  an  engraved  pen  out  of  his  tailored  pocket.  “I  have 
everything  all  made  up.  All  you  have  to  do  is  sign.”  He  slid  the 
legal  forms  in  front  of  Mr.  Smith. 

Mr.  Smith  sat  there  staring  at  them  for  a  moment.  Everything 
was  exactly  as  he  had  specified.  The  pairs  of  documents  were 
exact  twins  except  for  the  figures.  He  drummed  his  fingers  on  the 
desk. 

Jerry  became  impatient.  “Goon.  Sign.  What’s  the  matter?” 

Mr.  Smith  pushed  them  away.  “You’re  forgetting  our 
bargain.” 

“What  bargain?” 

“Satisfaction,  Mr.  Augusta.  Satisfaction.  You're  not  being 
fair  to  me.” 

“You're  going  to  get  Shaper.  What  more  do  you  want?” 

I  want  to  see  it  personally.  I  want  to  see  him  watch  me  sign 
and  I  want  to  see  him  watch  you  sign.  I  want  to  know.” 

"What  difference  does  it  make?  You’d  have  done  it.”  Mr. 
Smith  looked  up  at  the  ceiling.  “Damn,  allright.  I’ll  get  him  down 
here.”  Jerry  sat  on  the  desk  and  dialed  his  home  office.  He 
barked  into  the  mouth  piece,  “Give  me  Shaper's  office.”  His  foot 
dangled  from  the  desk,  twitching  nervously.  Mr.  Smith  could  hear 
a  voice  come  on  at  the  other  end  Jerry  answered,  “Yeah,  I  told 
you  I  was  sure  he’d  go  for  it.” 

“I  can't  close  it  now.  Not  just  yet,  he  want’s  you  down  here.” 

“How  should  I  know?  He  said  something  about  making  a 
point.  Yeah,  that’s  right.”  After  a  few  other  words  there  was  a 
click  and  Jerry  hung  up.  "He  said  he’ll  be  here  in  fifteen  minutes.” 

“Good.” 

Jerry  paced  over  to  the  window.  He  lit  a  cigar  he  had  taken 
from  the  box  on  the  desk.  Mr.  Smith  walked  over  to  him  and 
followed  his  eyes  down  to  the  street. 

“All  those  people.” 

The  sound  of  Mr.  Smith’s  voice  startled  Jerry  out  of  his 
trance. 

“Huh?” 

“Nothing.  I  was  just  thinking  out  loud.  No  matter  how  many 
times  I  look  out  this  window  ...  There’s  so  many  people.  They 
look  like  ants.” 

“Look?  Hell,  they  are  ants.  Just  look  at  em.  Scurrying  back 
and  forth  in  their  little  ant  routines,  scratching  out  their  little  ant 
existence,  not  even  imagining  there’s  anything  better.” 

“Such  as?” 

“You  know,  satisfaction  forone.  Winning.  Or  maybe  I  should 
call  it  making  someone  else  lose.  They  really  are  the  same  thing, 
especially  when  you’re  able  to  designate  the  loser.  That's  being 
in  control  of  fate,  and  not  just  your  own.  That’s  something  none 
of  those  ants  down  there  will  ever  know.” 

“But  just  think  how  much  more  competitive  life  would  be  if 
none  of  them  had  a  conscience,  a  sense  of  respect,  bending  their 
backs.” 

“Even  so,  they’re  only  fooling  themselves.  Suffering  for  an 
illusion.  People  respect  money.  They  don’t  care  how  you  get  it.” 
He  motioned  out  the  window.  "You  won’t  see  one  of  them  being 
led  to  a  front  table  by  the  head  waiter.” 

Mr.  Smith  sauntered  back  to  his  desk.  He  watched  Jerry  shift 
positions  as  he  nervously  puffed  on  the  cigar.  It  shrunk  to  half  it’s 
original  size  before  he  said  to  Jerry,  “This  reminds  me  of  thefirst, 
shall  we  say,  ‘shaded’  deal  I  was  ever  involved  in.  It  was  a 
transaction  involving  a  bottle  of  water  passing  for  cologne.” 

“Say,  I  pulled  that  one,  too.” 

“Really?” 

“Nothing  big.  It  was  only  one  bottle.  I  was  just  a  kid.” 


“You  started  young.” 

“I  was  only  nine  or  ten.  I  had  this  jerk  of  a  neighbor.  I  could 
have  got  him  a  real  one  if  I  wanted.  The  sap,  took  him  a  coupleof 
times.  You  should  have  seen  the  look  on  his  face  when  I  told  him 
it  was  water.” 

“You  told  him?” 

“You’re  surprised?  You're  surprised?  You’re  the  one  that 
wanted  Shaper  down  here.  Haven’t  you  ever  done  this  kind  of 
thing  before?” 

Mr.  Smith  hesitated  before  he  cautiously  answered,  “No.” 

“Then  you’ll  see  what  I  mean.  I  don’t  know  what  kind  of 
grudge  you  have,  but  when  you  put  him  right  where  he  belongs, 
when  you  win,  you’ll  see.” 

The  intercom  buzzed,  “Mr.  Shaper  here  to  see  you.” 

“Send  him  in.” 

The  secretary  held  the  door  for  Mr.  Shaper.  He  strode  in 
saying,  “Ah  Mr, Smith,  how  nice  to  see  you.”  Jerry  put  out  his 
cigar  without  looking  up.  “I’m  glad  we  could  be  of  service  Mr. 
Smith.  I  hear  we’re  all  ready  to  close  the  deal.” 

“All  but  the  signing.” 

Jerry  walked  over  to  the  desk  making  a  prudent  effort  not  to 
let  his  eyes  meet  Mr.  Shaper's  .  He  picked  up  the  gold  plated 
fountain  pen  and  scratched  his  name  on  the  line  next  to  his 
company’s  insignia.  He  did  the  same  with  the  other  copies,  then 
handed  them  to  Mr.  Smith. 

Mr.  Smith  took  the  documents  and  set  the  pen  down.  He 
opened  a  drawer  and  brought  out  his  own  silverfountain  pen  and 
a  bottle  of  cologne.  He  removed  the  pen's  cap.  Jerry  leaned 
forward  in  anticipation.  Mr.  Smith  lifted  the  pen  and  looked  up. 
“You  know,  it’s  funny  how  things  work  out  in  the  end.” 

Mr.  Shaper  asked,  "How  do  you  mean,  Mr.  Smith?” 

Jerry  wiped  his  brow.  Mr.  Smith's  movements  seemed 
infinitely  slow,  like  he  was  watching  a  film  frame  by  frame.  “I  was 
thinking  about  fate.  Do  you  believe  in  fate,  Mr.  Shaper?” 

“Fate?  No.  No  I  don’t  believe  in  fate.” 

“Do  you  Jerry?  Jerry?” 

“Huh?” 

“Do  you  believe  in  fate?” 

“No,  no.”  Jerry  wanted  to  grab  Mr.  Smith’s  arm  and  write  the 
signature  for  him. 

Mr.  Smith  began  to  fall  into  an  absent-minded  stare  but 
revived  himself.  “I  suppose  not.”  He  pulled  up  the  sleeves  of  his 
suit.  He  hunched  over  the  papers  and  quickly  signed  his  name. 

Jerry  let  out  a  loud  sigh  of  relief.  He  ran  over  to  the  desk  and 
snatched  up  all  the  copies.  “Wonderful,  Simply  wonderful.” 

Mr.  Shaper  took  half  of  them  and  glanced  down  at  the 
signatures.  Mr.  Smith’s  looked  strangely  grey  compared  to  the  jet 
black  ink  Jerry  had  used.  “I’m  sure  this  will  be  a  day  you’ll 
remember.” 

“Yes,  I’m  sure  it  will.”  Mr.  Smith  looked  at  Jerry  and  thought 
to  himself,  “Play  your  hand.” 

Mr.  Shaper  reached  out  and  shook  Mr.  Smith's  hand.  “It  was 
a  pleasure  doing  business  with  you.” 

Mr.  Smith  forced  a  weak  smile.  “We’ll  be  in  touch.”  His  eyes 
shifted  back  to  Jerry. 

Mr.  Shaper  straightened  his  jacket  and  started  for  the  door. 
Jerry  gave  Mr.  Smith  a  confident  wink  as  he  fell  in  line  behind  his 
boss.  Mr.  Smith’s  thoughts  were  screaming,  “He’s  not  going  to 
tell  him.” 

Mr.  Shaper  extended  a  jeweled  hand  toward  the  rich 
looking  door  fixture.  The  sight  of  it  instilled  Mr.  Smith  with  a 
chilled  panic.  They’re  leaving.  “You’ve  lost.  He’ll  make  a 
fortune.”  Mr.  Shaper  pulled  the  door  to  him.  Mr.  Smith’s  eyes 
were  fixed  on  the  two  backs  moving  away  from  him.  The  space 
between  the  edge  of  the  door  and  it’s  jam  kept  growing  larger  and 
larger.  Suddenly  an  orange  beam  shot  out  to  the  center  of  the 
door.  It  was  more  beautiful  than  any  sunset  Mr.  Smith  had  ever 
seen.  The  hand  that  surrounded  it  stopped  the  door’s  progress. 
Jerry  pierced  Mr.  Shaper  with  his  eyes.  He  slammed  it  shut. 

“Before  we  leave,  Mr.  Shaper,  there’s  something  I  want  to 
tell  you.”  Mr.  Shaper  looked  to  Mr.  Smith  as  if  he  had  theanswer. 
“I’ve  wanted  to  tell  you  this  for  a  long  time.”  Mr.  Shaper  gagged 
looking  for  words.  “You  stupid  fool.  I  knew  this  day  would  come.” 
Mr.  Shaper  stammered,  “What’s  the  meaning  of  this?” 

“The  meaning?  The  meaning?  The  meaning  is  thatthis  is  the 
day.  This  is  the  day  I’m  going  to  put  you  in  your  place  -  right 
under  my  heel.” 

“Why  you  thankless. ..You’re  fired.” 
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“Fired?”  Jerry  let  a  laugh  roll  out  of  the  back  of  his  throat.  It 
was  the  same  laugh  Mr.  Smith  had  heard  some  forty  years  ago  in 
an  arcade.  Mr.  Shaper  turned  to  leave  but  Jerry  wouldn't  let  him 
pass.  His  voice  menaced,  “Not  so  fast  Shaper,  I’m  not  through 
with  you  yet.” 

“You’re  the  one  who's  not  finished  yet!  When  I  get  done  with 
you,  you  won’t  be  able  to  get  a  job  selling  popsicles.” 

“You  pompous  ass.  Do  you  think  I  need  you  or  your 
recommendations?  In  my  own  company?”  Jerry  paused  long 
enough  for  the  words  to  settle.  “Surprised?  Surprised  that  that 
‘no  brains’  employee  of  yours,  the  one  you  passed  up  for 
promotion,  was  able  to  raise  the  capital  to  become  your 
competitor?” 

Mr.  Shaper  pulled  at  the  door  handle  again.  Jerry  slammed  it 
shut  before  it  could  open  more  than  a  few  inches.  “Don’t  be 
surprised  Mr.  Shaper.  Or  should  I  call  you  Henry  since  we’re 
peers  now.  I  couldn’t  have  done  it  without  your  help.” 

“This  is  nonsense!” 

“Nonsense  is  it?”  Heyelled,  “Nonsense!?”  Let  me  go  on  then 
see  if  it’s  nonsense."  Jerry  collected  himself  before  he  continued. 
“As  you  know  a  man  in  my  position  has  a  heavy  responsibility.  He 
has  to  make  many  decisions  forthe  good  of  the  company.  Some 
involve  thousands  of  dollars.  Like  the  deal  we  just  signed  today. 
Companies  like  yours  and  Mr.  Smith’s  have  no  choice  but  to  put 
their  trust  in  men  like  me." 

“What  are  you  saying?” 

“If  you  look  at  those  contracts  in  your  hand,  you’ll  see  what  I 
mean.  You  sold  a  forty  thousand  dollar  piece  of  property  for  fifty 
thousand.  A  seemingly  nice  profit.  What  you  don’t  know  is  that 
it’s  worth  only  ten  thousand.  How  do  I  know?  I...I  mean  your 
company  bought  the  land  from  me.  Let’s  say  I  made  a  bad  choice. 
Is  it  illegal  to  sell  my  property  to  my  company?  Hardly.  You 
couldn’t  prove  I  owned  it  anyway.  So  what  are  you  going  to  do? 
Fire  me?  I  already  quit.  Smear  my  name?  Just  go  ahead.  When 
people  see  me  undercutting  you,  your  best  customers  will  be 
slapping  me  on  the  back.” 

“Thirty  thousand  is  hardly  enough  to  start  a  business." 

“Ah,  but  I’m  not  through  yet.  Those  duplicate  copies  we 
signed  weren’t  exactly  duplicate.  Some,  Mr.  Smith’s  say  the 
purchase  price  was  one  hundred  and  twenty  thousand.  Yours 
lists  it  as  fifty  thousand.  The  check  your  holding  is  written  out  to 
me.  So  where  does  that  leave  us?  I’m  the  only  one  who  can  cash 
that  check.  If  you  tear  it  up  you  take  a  thirty  thousand  dollar  loss 
instead  of  a  ten  thousand  dollar  profit.  Explain  that  to  your 
stockholders.  You  see,  you  need  me.  No  one  else  will  buy  that 
empty  lot  for  that  price.  If  I  do  cash  it,  I’ll  give  you  fifty  thousand, 
the  amount  that  will  legally  satisfy  the  contract.  The  rest  is  mine 
and  that  combined  with  the  other  thirty  thousand,  is  more  than 
enough  to  raise  the  rest  of  the  capital.” 

“I’ll  have  the  law  look  into  this.” 

“In  what  way?  For  me  making  a  bad  business  decision?  Did 
Mr.Smith  cheat  you?  Hardly.  If  anyone  should  go  to  jail  it’s  you. 
You  sold  a  ten  thousand  dollar  piece  of  property  for  fifty  thousand 
dollars.  Go  on  tear  up  the  check.  Take  the  loss. 

Mr.  Shaper  began  to  sweat.  He  fingered  the  paper  in  his 
hands.  “I’d  just  as  soon  do  it  than  to  let  you  get  away...” 

“You’re  missing  the  point.  You  have  to  sell.  You’re  under 
contract.” 

Mr.  Shaper  cast  a  long  face  down  at  the  agreement  in  his 
hand.  Without  changing  expression  he  shoved  then  into  Jerry’s 
chest.  “These  contracts  are  worthless.” 

Jerry  quickly  uncrumpled  them.  Mr.  Smith’s  signature  was 
illegible.  It  appeared  to  have  been  leftout  in  the  rain  for  a  week. 
Jerry  looked  up.  His  voice  cracked  as  he  said,  “We’ve  others.” 

The  sound  of  tearing  paper  spun  him  around.  Mr.  Smith 
stood  behind  his  desk  dropping  pieces  of  torn  contracts  into  the 
waste  paper  basket.  “I  want  to  thank  you  Mr.  Shaper,  for 
exposing  this  scheme.  I  had  no  idea  what  this  hoodlum  was  up 
to.” 

Mr.  Shaper  looked  Jerry  over  maliciously.  “Lots  of  brains, 
huh?  I  hope  you’re  good  at  pushing  a  broom  with  them.  If  you’re 
lucky  enough  to  get  the  chance.” 

Mr.  Smith  pushed  the  red  intercom  button.  “Security,  there’s 
a  swindler  up  here  I  want  ejected  from  the  building.  Mr.  Shaper  I 
give  you  my  word  I  won’t  hold  this  against  your  people  if  you  can 
give  us  another  try.” 

“That's  most  kind  of  you.  There’ll  be  another  man  here  first 
thing  in  the  morning.”  Mr.  Shaper  paused  long  enough  to  muster 


his  most  disdainful  look  then  stormed  out. 

Jerry  opened  his  mouth.  Nothing  came  out. 

Mr.  Smith  picked  up  the  green  bottleand  started  studying  it’s 
label.  He  began  to  talk.  He  spoke  as  if  he  were  thinking  out  loud 
to  himself.  “Isn’t  it  funny  how  cologne,  if  mixed  with  ink  in  just  the 
right  amount,  breaks  it  down?  What  do  you  suppose  they  put  in 
there  that  does  that?  Alcohol?” 

“Why?” 

“It  acts  like  a  thinner  of  some  sort.” 

“Why?  You  ruined  me.” 

“I  noticed  the  color  changed  somewhat.” 

“Answer  me!” 

Mr.  Smith  played  with  the  gold  colored  chain  that  hung 
around  the  bottle’s  neck.  “I  suppose  I  wanted  to  see  what. ..you 
were  right.  You  said  I’d  understand  when  it  happened  and  you 
were  right.  I  wondered  why  someone  would  do  this.  Ever  since  I 
was  taken  in  by  a  kid  selling  water  in  a  cologne  bottle.  It  was  a 
bottle  just  like  this  one  as  a  matter  of  fact.”  Two  uniformed 
security  guards  appeared  at  the  door. 

“Smith.  Brian  Smith.  It  can’t  be.” 

“I  don’t  suppose  I  ever  mentioned  to  you  that  my  home  town 
was  Winthrow,  Minnesota.  I  usually  tell  people  I’m  from 
Minneapolis.” 

Mr.  Smith  nodded  and  the  guards  moved  in.  They  took  Jerry 
by  the  arms  and  pulled  him  out.  Mr.  Smith  could  hear  his  yelling 
and  swearing  till  his  secretary  gently  closed  the  double  doors. 
He  opened  the  green  bottle  and  poured  some  of  the  contents  in 
his  hand.  He  cupped  his  hands  and  held  them  over  his  face  like  an 
oxygen  mask.  He  closed  his  eyes.  He  drew  a  deep  breath.  The 
aroma  made  him  smile.  He  slapped  it  on  his  face  and  sat  down 
pushing  the  intercom  button.  “Mrs.  Lippett,  we’ve  had  a 
contractual  error  here.  Would  you  be  sure  check  number  nine 
nine  nine  is  cancelled  right  away?” 

Steve  Tomasula 
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Mantis,”  Gary  Scheldt 


VORTEX 

The  eye  never  closes 
On  pupil's  black  hole 
Infinite  unknowns 
Reversing  spectrums 
With  each  neuron  nova. 

The  rain  of  kingdoms 
Pasts  and  futures 
In  searing  division 
With  soaring  senses 
Muscles  moving. 

Pulsing  pressures 
To  primeval  stone, 

Void  reality 

Of  creation's  crucifixion 
Necessity's  nails. 


Dana  Hayward 


PRESENCE  of  THE  OMEN 


Something  woke  me  up  last  night, 

Moonlight  shone  down  on  me, 

I  could  feel  a  presence  in  my  room, 

Yet  no  one  could  I  see. 

I  felt  the  night  close  in  on  me, 

I  couldn't  think  at  all, 

The  stars  came  crashing  down  on  me, 

I  felt  so  scared  and  small. 

Then  all  grew  quiet  and  the  world  stood  still, 
I  felt  all  flushed  with  fear, 

The  presence  grew  much  stronger  now, 

The  thing  kept  coming  near. 

Lightning  flashed  in  the  purple  sky, 

My  arms  and  hands  felt  numb, 

My  brain  felt  hot  and  my  blood  ran  cold, 

I  knew  my  time  had  come. 

Then  it  spoke  but  without  words, 

I  choked  and  gasped  for  breath, 

I  heard  them  calling  out  my  name, 

And  waiting  for  my  death. 

Lisa  Carr 

Spohn  Middle  School 


THE  MASK 


Sunlight  pierces 
battered  shades 
dank  crusty  room 
her  life 

rising  from  bed,  stumbling 
mirror  above  the  dresser 
fields  light's  reflection 
blinding  vision 
stabbing  her  eyes 

she  squints 

swollen  fingers  massaging 
rumpled  face,  neck 
blanched  winter  whiteness 
loosely  sloping  folds  of  flesh  sagging 

the  mirror 

abandoned  features  staring 
sensing  icy  distorted  beauty  of  glass 
finger  stretches 
tracing  blunt  edges 

wiping  dusty  splotches  into  neglected  years 


FEAR 

The  track 
that  blood  makes 
across  midnight  snow. 
Distant  moans 
sudden  silence 
of  creeking  wooden  stairs. 
Dragging  foot-steps 
a  black  sound. 

The  darkness 
of  an  attic  found. 

A  Corpus 
lying  under 
the  tick  of  hangers 
in  an  empty  closet. 


the  bottles 

lining  stained  mahogony 
half-empty  bulky  thickly  toned 
musky  perfumed  jaded  color 
sun  washes  greasy  jars 
she  searches  for  one 

the  mask 

liquid  spurts,  smearing 

rubbing  pinching  kneading 

above  the  cheek  wistful  dashes  of  life 

crevices  burrow  the  chin 

lips  haze  in  watered-rose 

sparse  lashes  blink 

once  twice 

she  peers 

sunlight  escaping  briefly 
chilled  pale  glass  receiving  the  visage 
digests  a  reticent  image 
spews  the  incorrigible  response 
she  clutches  it 


the  mask. 


Dawn  Blomquist 
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Doug  Norris 


Wayne  Samadrzich 


THE  PREDATOR 


Prowler 
pins  apart  the 
snarling  weeds 


slipping  ever  so  lightly 
on  powdery  paws 
towards  a  drama  of  elks 


Guardian  antlers 
shake,  then 
stiffen  to  attention 


Long  cat 

slides  against  the 
folding  grass.  With 


one,  short  jerk  a 
buck’s  throat  blares.  But 
lifted  in  his 


golden  leap.  Death’s 
Archer  sheares 
a  doe’s  soft  parts. 


Michael  Kulycky 


FAMILY  SELF-PORTRAIT,  AT  29 
THAT  IS,  I’M  29. 

MY  PARENTS  ARE  MUCH  OLDER  THAN  THAT. 


PROPER  GANDER 


And  here  you  are  again-- 
Standing  here 
Colliding,  twisting, 

Contorting  with  your 
Hamburger  eyes, 

Immobilized  in 
Gastric  acidity. 

Sacrificing  your 
Effervescence 
For  pangs  of  neon. 

Ensnared— beneath,  among, 
Amid  those 

Golden  arched  emotions 
The  chorus  blaring, 

Chanting,  resounding 
In  unison. 

And  you— 

Wracking  in  silence, 

Frozen  in  your  frustration. 
Reaching— probing, 

Clutching  for  a  feeling 
As  your  cold-clammy  fingers 
Go  slack  around  that 
Triple-thick  commercialization. 

You  wipe 

Your  wrist  across  that 
Ketchup  stained  satisfaction— 
French  fried 
Into  the  reality 
Of  mid-America. 


Warren  Banks 


I’m  beginning  to  like  yellow  now,  the  color,  I  mean.  It’s  bright, 

1  like  scrambled  eggs  with  milk  or  the  kind  of  frozen  orange  juice 
that  isn’t  orange  at  all.  But  I’d  be  open  to  suggestions:  green  or 
dark  blue,  even  peach,  or  especially  peach,  because  it  tastes 
good.  Even  when  you  say  it.  Peach. 

This  doesn’t  seem  to  be  going  very  well.  I  didn't  want  to  talk 
about  food;  at  least,  not  yet. 

Sometimes  I  feel  symmetrical;  that  is,  I  like  round  things, 
things  that  I  can  hold  in  my  hand  (or  want  to,  like  babies’  legs), 
things  that  come  full  circle  and  things  that  come  to  an  end. 
Maybe  I  should  have  said  that  I’m  spherical  in  nature  instead  of 
symmetrical,  but  being  a  twin,  I’m  also  identical,  and  I  love  my 
mirror  image,  who  would,  if  asked,  raise  her  left  hand  when  I 
raised  my  right,  ifwewerestandingtogetherfacetoface.  Orright 
foot,  left  foot.  We  shared  a  pair  of  roller  skates  once.  Skating 
down  the  street  arm  in  arm,  shoulder  to  shoulder,  our  outer  feet 
free  and  inner  feet  shod,  so  that  when  we  looked  down,  we  saw 
that  we  were  actually  skating  with  an  odd  pairof  feet,  a  right  and  a 
left,  instead  of  a  left  and  a  right,  that  the  pair  was  in  fact 
backwards,  or  sideways,  as  if  we  were  one  person  sitting  down 
with  her  legs  crossed.  (Yes?  If  you  look  down,  you’ll  see  what  I 
mean.) 

I’m  also  metamorphysical.  Impractical.  Philosophically 
inclined  to  be  horizontal,  especially  on  my  off  days,  on  my  days 
off.  I  would  have  liked  to  walk  in  the  woods,  but  there  were  none 
on  West  92nd  Street.  I’m  also  very  sexy  underneath.  I  mean,  with 
a  kind  of  nonchalance.  That  is,  it  isn’t  obvi'ous  enough,  since  no 
one  else  ever  notices  it,  to  speak  of. 

Ah,  the  subject  of  food.  The  color  of  a  ripe  eggplant,  the 
smell  of  a  soft  piece  of  fruit,  the  juice  of  a  cantaloupe.  And  the  feel 
of  my  bare  feet  on  the  kitchen  floor  in  the  morning,  stumbling 
over  crumbs  and  sticky  spots,  a  few  weeks  old,  with  my  toes.  I 
love  to  sit  in  the  kitchen  and  look  at  the  jars  and  bottles,  the 
shapes  and  sizes  of  food.  (Have  you  ever  looked  very  closely  at  a 
can  of  V-8  juice,  with  the  pictures  of  the  vegetables  and  the  juicy 
drops  of  water  on  them?)  And  to  hear  the  refrigerator  hum:  my 
adopted  mother. 

I  like  eating  (fruit  or  other  portables)  while  I  walk,  or  in  places 
where  people  don’t  usually  eat.  It’s  good  to  eat  outside,  on  the  top 
of  a  double  decker  bus,  if  you  can  find  one.  I  don’t  eat  very  much, 
but  I  know  howto  do  it;  that  is,  eating  comes  naturally  to  me.  I  can 
chew  everything  up  real  well,  and  swallow  it,  and  wipe  my  mouth 
afterwards,  when  I’m  done.  And  it  would  be  natural  for  me  to  eat 
on  a  train  (the  way  they  do  in  foreign  movies,  with  their  hands),  or 
in  a  psychiatrist’s  waiting  room,  or  while  my  mother,  down  on  one 
knee,  tied  my  shoelaces  before  I  went  off  to  school.  Whereas, 
eating  in  a  restaurant  makes  me  very  nervous.  It’s  not  easy 
enough,  too  forced  and  Let’s  Pretend,  melodramatic  somehow, 
and  unspontaneous.  And  too  much  is  expected  of  you:  to  use  the 
silverware  and  sit  up  straight,  and  look  (without  laughing)  at  the 
other  people  chewing.  Which  isn’t  at  all  like  eating  at  home, 
where  you  can  cross  your  legs  at  the  table  and  sit  sideways,  smell 
the  food  while  it’s  cooking  and  leave  some  on  your  plate  for  a 
while,  in  case  you  feel  like  having  something  cold  later  on. 

And  the  meals  I  would  eat,  if  I  met  the  right  man.  A  man  with  a 
shape,  a  meaty  man,  of  the  lean  variety,  who  would  love,  among 
other  things,  to  jump  around  and  then  lie  down,  and  herringbone 
tweed,  if  he  could  find  it,  shapes  and  colors,  shades  and 
innuendoes,  crescendoes;  a  sensualist,  sinuous,  sinewy. 
Languorous.  Lanky  A  man  very  much  like  myself,  in  fact.  A  nice 
man  who  might,  by  mistake,  call  me  Sophia  or  Elizaveta 
Andrushkaya,  and  who  wouldn't  charge  more  than  a  dollar-f ifty 
for  a  long,  slow  back  rub. 

But  I’m  happy  enough  without  him.  That  is,  he’s  around 
when  I  need  him.  Around,  a  round,  a  circle.  Like  the  aerial 
pictures  of  the  clover-leaf  highway  intersections  with 
underpasses  and  overpasses,  and  the  mysterious  designs  in  the 
photographs  on  the  cover  of  a  Scientific  American. 

I  would  have  loved  to  play  in  an  all-girls’  band  and  wear  a 
white  tuxedo,  or  be  a  bathtub-mermaid,  or  drive  an  old  beat-up 
stick  shift  station  wagon  down  the  highway  with  one  of  those 
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bumper  stickers  on  it  that  says,  “Thank  you  for  not  laughing  at 
this  car.”  (A  "peppier”  person  than  I  would  do  something  like 
that;  an  all-American  girl,  summer  camp  counselor,  the  kind  of 
girl  who  might  still  be  living  at  home,  with  her  parents,  at  my  age. 
But  they  wouldn’t  be  calling  her  a  “girl”  for  much  longer.) 

Once  I  saw  an  old  man  crying  on  the  bus,  “I’ll  never  get  there 
on  time.  Now  I’ll  never  get  there,”  just  like  a  lost  child.  Later  it 
occurred  to  me  that  I  wasn’t  as  sorry  for  him  as  I  was  proud,  in  a 
way,  that  he  had  said  exactly  what  was  on  his  mind,  that  he  had 
actually  been  able  to  say  what  he  was  thinking;  an  honest  man. 
And  it  made  me  think,  “Every  person  is  a  one,  a  me,  and  we  all  say 
me.  But  one  isn’t  an  even  number.  Odd,  isn’t  it?” 

I  never  used  to  feel  lonely,  but  now  I  feel  like  crying 
sometimes,  in  the  morning  on  my  way  to  work,  or  after  work  on 
my  way  back  home,  and  seeing  people  on  the  street  walking  away 
from  each  other.  Because  I  don’t  join  into  things,  or  nobody  asks 
me  to;  that  is,  I  stand  outside  the  fence  and  watch.  (Ah  no;  even 
yesterday,  when  I  went  inside  and  sat  down,  the  grass  was  all  dry 
and  I  thought,  “Now  life’s  going  by  me  on  the  outside  ”)  And  I’m 
only  beginning  to  curl  my  fingers  around  the  holes  in  the 
playground  gate  and  watch.  And  I  remember  (was  it  me  as  a 
child,  or  was  it  me  as  a  child  even  then  just  wanting  to  do  it?), 
wanting  to  slip  the  toes  of  my  shoes  in  the  gate  and  swing  on  it. 
Before,  I  used  to  walk  by  quickly  and  not-watch,  very  self¬ 
consciously,  out  of  the  corner  of  my  eye,  as  if  I  didn’t  really  care  at 
all,  at  least,  not  enough  to  stop  and  watch  a  ballgame,  or  some 
kids  riding  bikes,  one  of  them  with  a  pair  of  rubber  swimming- 
flippers  on  his  feet.  How  did  he  ever  do  it? 

Now  I  can  watch,  but  not  before,  when  I  was  —  well,  scared  a 
lot.  I  couldn’t  go  anywhere  alone,  and  thought  I  was  going  to  fall, 
felt  as  if  I  were  falling  even  when  I  was  standing  up.  And  I  kept  all 
of  my  fears  close  to  me;  played  with  them,  because  they  were  my 
fears,  and  I  would  have  bet  any  kid  on  the  block  that  mine  were 
bigger  than  his.  I  sat  next  to  them  on  the  couch  at  night  and  made 
love  to  them,  lifting  their  skirts  up,  with  my  fingers.  We  were  on 
intimate  terms.  But  how  far  back  should  I  go  to  find  the  reasons? 
Even  further?  Farther?  Father? 

I  once  saw  an  abandoned  car  on  the  highway  with  a  parking 
ticket  on  the  windshield.  And  a  man  walking  with  his  right  arm  in 
a  paper  bag.  (Evading  the  subject,  as  usual.) 

I  visited  my  father  on  the  weekends,  after  the  divorce. 
Listened  to  the  birds  outside  his  window,  but  never  sawthem.  Do 
birds  live  in  New  York?  Yes,  but  not  for  long.  And  spent  hours  in 
the  morning  (waiting  for  him  to  get  up  and  make  us  breakfast, 
since  he  wouldn’t  let  me  do  it)  staring  at  the  particles  of  dust  in  the 
rays  of  light  on  the  window  sill.  That  was  about  the  time  when  my 
mother  started  going  through  her  old  picture  albums,  looking  at 
pictures  of  herself  taken  when  she  was  youngerthan  I  was,  before 
I  was  born.  She  was  lovely  then.  Boy,  was  she  ever  gorgeous! 
(Yeah,  I  know,  I  know.  Don't  rub  it  in,  at  least  not  until  we’ve  been 
properly  introduced.) 

I  don’t  remember  very  much  about  my  early  childhood.  My 
father  does,  though.  He  loved  to  sit  me  down  in  his  lap  and  tell  me 
what  I  had  done  when  I  was  a  little  girl,  as  if  he  were  telling  me  a 
story.  “Don’t  you  remember,”  he’d  say,  “when  I  lifted  you  up  and 
put  you  down  on  the  tableand  you  danced  for  me?  Youdon't?  No 
you  were  too  young  to  remember.” 

He  didn’t  mean  that  I  was  too  young  then  to  remember.  He 
meant  that  as  a  baby,  I  was  too  young  to  rememberanything,  as  if, 
as  a  baby,  I  wasn’t  self-conscious  enough,  wasn’t  even  aware  of 
the  outside  world.  (Or  maybe  I  was  too  self-conscious.  Isthatit?) 
But  it  still  makes  me  wonder:  doesn’t  a  child  remember  what  it 
was  like  to  be  a  baby? 

I  try  to  remember  it  now,  what  it  must  have  been  like  to  be  the 
little  girl  in  my  father’s  stories  watching  her  run  down  streets, 
seeing  the  houses  spin  past  her  in  the  speed  of  her  running, 
running  her  fingers  over  the  slats  in  the  fences  as  she  passed.  But 
that  wasn’t  me;  it’s  only  me  remembering.  (Has  it  ever  happened 
to  you,  remembering  something  from  your  childhood  that 
someone  else  told  you  about?  You  think  it's  your  memory;  you 
can  even  see  yourself  there.  But  how  can  that  be?  If  you  were 
doing  something  in  the  memory,  seeing  something,  then  you 
would  only  remember  the  thing  you  were  doing  or  seeing.  . .  It’s 
hard  to  put  into  words.) 

Later  I  learned  to  pretend  that  I  had  been  his  little  girl,  but  I 
was  already  much  older  by  then.  It’s  as  if  I  learned  to  live  the 
phases  of  my  life  after  I’d  already  lived  through  them,  and  I  had  to 
keep  living  at  the  same  time  in  the  next  phase,  pretending  that  I 


was  still  in  the  last  one.  It  was  confusing,  and  sometimes  I  even 
thought  I  was  my  twin  sister,  but  then  she  didn’t  have  anyone  to 
be,  so  she  didn’t  let  me  do  it  more  than  once  or  twice  a  week. 
Anyway,  she  didn’t  like  to  sleep  in  my  bed,  and  she  didn’t  like  me 
to  sleep  in  hers,  with  her  or  without  her,  and  I  can  see  her  point.  I 
wouldn’t  have  wanted  to  be  me,  if  I  were  her. 

So  I  was  playing  at  life,  and  I  did  it  well  enough  for  a  while, 
until  I  realized  again  that  I'd  only  been  playing.  Then  the  phase  I 
was  in  at  the  moment  seemed  less  real,  not  real  at  all,  and  I  was 
always  one  step  removed,  at  a  distance,  in  the  middle.  The  way  I 
felt  when  my  parents  said,  “Now  look  at  what  you've  done!”  I 
looked,  but  didn’t  see  anything.  Nothing  had  changed,  so  I 
thought  (and  I  really  believed)  that  they  wanted  me  to  see 
something  that  wasn't  there,  something  invisible,  terrible,  that 
they  could  see.  And  I  had  dreams  of  living  in  a  glass  jar  with  a 
giant  hand  pressed  down  on  the  top.  I  tried  to  fight  my  way  out, 
tried  to  seduce  the  hand;  I  even  learned  howto  knock  politely  and 
say,  “May  I  please  come  out  now?”  But  my  father  kept  opening 
the  jar  and  pushing  his  hand  down  on  my  head,  my  big,  gentle 
father  who  wanted  me  to  dance  for  him. 

Today  my  arms  were  filled  with  novocaine,  and  my  right 
nipple  stood  out  hard  whenever  a  man  walked  by.  I  was  afraid 
that  one  of  them,  any  one  of  them,  might  take  me  home  and  make 
mad,  abandoned  love  to  me,  but  they  didn’t. 

I  was  17  whem  I  went  away,  and  my  mother  said,  “Can’t  you 
leave  something  here,  a  shoe  maybe,  in  the  middle  of  the  floor?  I 
wouldn’t  pick  it  up.  I’d  just  stop,  from  time  to  time,  and  look  at  it.” 

So  I  ran  away,  from  the  shoe  on  the  bedroom  floor,  from  my 
twin  sister,  because  I  didn’t  want  to  share  my  mirror  image 
anymore,  and  from  my  father,  or  more  precisely,  from  his  second 
wife,  an  obsessively  neat  woman  of  long-line  girdles  and 
polyester  double  knits  who  wouldn't  let  us  cut  the  butter  from 
both  ends  of  the  stick.  “Why  not?”  I  said.  “Because  I’m  an 
orphan,”  she  said,  but  that  was  no  excuse. 

I  don’t  feel  guilty  anymore,  really.  Or  unhappy.  I  was  sad  this 
morning,  but  it  won't  last.  I  practice  Yoga  now  and  read 
Newsweek  and  talk  to  people  about  movies  I've  neverseen,  never 
will  see,  more  than  likely.  More  than  likely. . .  I  lovethesoundsof 
words.  “Now  look  here,  young  woman,”  for  example.  It  has  a 
certain  ring  to  it,  an  appeal.  “I  appeal  to  you  most  strongly,  your 
Honor.”  “And  you  to  me,  my  dear.” 

I  read  books  about  depression  and  relief  of  tension  and 
transcendental  meditation.  And  I  look  for  Zen,  way  out  there, 
cosmically  speaking.  “I  don’t  live  in  the  material  world  anymore, 
Mother,”  I  said  (jokingly,  although  she  took  me  seriously),  when 
she  offered,  over  the  phone,  to  fly  me  back  to  New  York  for  a  visit. 
But  it’s  too  quiet,  in  this  world;  there’s  no  ego  here.  No  psyche 
either  supposedly.  A  dry  place,  mostly.  Unemotional.  Positive. 
UnregressiVe.  Puritatively  logical.  (Note  to  myself:  look  that  last 
one  up,  sopn.  It  sounds  right,  but  I  can’t  be  sure.) 

So  now  I  eat  peaches  and  nuts.  Very  incisive,  ingressive. 
Words  like  that.  And  I’m  not  unhappy.  If  I  could  have  chosen  to 
be  anyone  i,n  the  world,  I  would  have  been  the  kind  of  woman  who 
wears  a  dressing  gown  loosely  tied,  with  oneshoulderbaretothe 
world.  Leaning  up  against  an  open  doorway.  And  people  would 
feel  at  home  with  me;  they’d  fix  themselves  a  cup  of  coffee  in  my 
kitchen  without  asking  me  first  if  it  would  be  all  right.  European. 
Continental.  About  10  pounds  thinner.  Yes,  that’s  it.  Or  at  least, 
that’s  more  like  it. 

G.  Angell 
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MOODY  ZULUS 


The  zulu  song  in  the  disarray 
Black  man  speaks  softly  to  the  jungle. 

The  poetry  of  his  teeth  make  love 
to  the  daily  rain  drops. 

His  children  play  with  the  whip  of 
the  fallen  conqueror. 

The  baby  nurturing 

conveys  to  his  mother  the  message  of  the  fearless  heart. 
They  know  a  new  future  has  begun. 

Their  continent  sings,  ''Africa". 

Their  destiny  is  twice  as  free  ... 

Their  poetry  written  with  surreal  wit  is  prophecy. 

Their  songs  tipsy  and  spontaneous. 

Jesus  Gutierrez 


"THE  POD  OF  THE  FLOWER" 


Your  day  is  like  no  other. 

It  is  like  the  sweet  pod  of  the  flower  ... 
making  morning  never  sour  ... 
leading  stairways  to  secret  cellars. 

The  day  of  days  bringing  suns  to  relinquish 
hidden  powers,  left  to  upset  planets 
in  early  morning  hours. 

You  the  equinox  of  this. 

I  the  full  moon  speaking  in  music  terms: 
music  tunes  to  balance,  like  you,  night  and  day. 

Just  like  a  balanced  dream  upon  your  head, 

I'm  frivolously  balanced  by  you  and  the  Wind, 
to  hide  my  and  your  flaws  and  sins. 

"Alas",  you  eat  the  saucer  empty. 

I  drink  the  coffee  dry. 

We  both  pay  for  the  day  in  contemplation  and  prayer. 


Jesus  Gutierrez 


after  dusk 
a  quietude  settles 
plant-like 
arabesque  of  leaf 
suspended 
motionless 

an  inner  hum 
made  hollow 
when  the  world 
listens 

a  moon  forms 
the  great  Om 
swallowing  silence 
and  suddenly 

this  space 
called  life  fills 
with  the  nothingness 
of  wonder. 


Gary  Czerwinski 


Alex  Egnatz 
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A  FRIENDLY  SHOWER 


Down  in  a  touch-touch  softly 
ticking  the  soil's  vest  with  an 
absence  of  feeling— 

Through  the  air  in  a  hurry, 
building  haze  on  the  distance,  with 
thunder  stampeding  through 

attics  of  gray.  Earth 
sighs  pale  steam  from  dry, 
packed  clay.  The  little  Citizens  of 

Green  bend  down  at  small  sombreros 
from  the  crystal  weight  that 
strums  them  as  it  bathes— 

while  puddles  fill  their 
pockmarked  faces,  till 
rain  rolled  on,  their  mirrors  shout. 

Michael  Kulycky 


POST— WINTER  BLUES 


Winter  blues  -  dragging  their  feet 

putting  the  brakes  on  my  ride, 
trapping  me. 

I  am  crepe  soles  on  carpet 

sticking  to  a  gummy  season. 

Ideas  whispering  to  legs  in  traction. 

Ambition  - 

frozen  and  wearing  a  sweater 
with  -  maybe  this 
and 

maybe  that 
—  for  heat. 

Winter  blues  -  frostbitten  dreams 

loving  the  right  person  at  the  wrong  time. 

Winter,  you're  sex  with  a  headache. 


D.  Henderlong  Egnatz 


GOOSED 


the  geese  grow  impatient, 
squawk  like  feathered  jesters 
at  passing  cars, 
they  sit  a  ringside  spot 
to  gravel  country  road, 

no  fence  to  keep  them  from  beneath  my  wheels. 

I  hope  they  have  the  sense 
to  stay  back- 

I  hope  their  master  feeds  them 
before  they  get  a  notion  to  feast  upon  my  tires. 

a  goose  is  always  good  for  laughs, 
but  dead, 

he's  just  no  fun  at  all. 


Mike  Taylor 


REPLY  TO  SPRING 


You  couldn't  find  my  awkward  form 
Running  on  the  slopes  of  poems  made  mine. 
I'm  there. 

I'm  not  a  dancer  though 

Tapping  my  feet  to  unfamiliar  rythms. 

I'm  a  singer  whose  voice  can't  catch 
The  colors  my  tongue  must  swirl. 

You  couldn't  find  me  but  I  found  you 
In  your  search  through  wilderness  words. 

You  were  there. 

You're  not  a  mirror 

And  unlike  a  canyon  of  powder-white  rock, 
You  don't  just  echo  back. 

You  are  a  color  my  voice  can't  catch. 

I  see  you  in  the  spring. 

The  water  is  cool  and  good— 

Bubbles  and  lives  deep 
Within  the  breathing  earth. 

It  makes  the  greens  live  in  the  eyes 
And  the  trees  of  weeping 
Become  fountains  of  joy  and  fire. 

I  can't  catch  that  color 

Which  the  dawning  season  has  made  its  own. 
I  reach  and  jump  and  run 
And  there  I  am,  back 

Running  on  the  slopes  of  poems  made  mine. 
And  there  you  are 

Swirling  my  colors  while  you  search. 


David  B.  Porter 


Gary  Scheldt 


DELPHI 


The  sun  bores  into  ancient  pillars 
Meeting  the  rising  mist  from  the  bay. 

The  air  is  suffused  with  the 

Fathomless  mysteries  of  myth  and  morning. 

The  oracle  drinks  of  the  Castalian  spring 
And  melts  into  an  hysteria  of  prophecy 

The  ancients  nod, 

Knowing  her  truth, 

Forgiving  her  lie. 

The  shimmering  bay 

Reaches  through  lushness  of  olives 

Into  shadows  of  mountains, 

Lighting  the  theatre 

Where  the  saga  of  man  continues. 

Sandi  Watters 


"THE  GLORY" 


From  a  splayed  corpse  on  a  sheet 
Rose  the  light. 

Scissors  and  clamps  useless, 

Bored  medics  take  stock 

Of  a  windshield  circled  and  broken, 

A  twisted  frame, 

The  routine  gore-and-horror  show. 

(The  past  I  so  carefully  sewed 
into  purpose  and  palpable  form, 
ripped  in  the  wreck.) 

But  now  I  have  the  sun. 

All  bright  worlds  implode. 

Inching  time,  the  randomly  recollected  dream, 
Vanishes. 

I  am  left  with  the  glory. 


John  Raymer 
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FOR  AN  EX— ADDICT 

That  summer 
My  heat  was  a  mailbox 
Nursing  morning  whistle 
To  announce  your  arrival. 

With  deliverance 
I  analyzed  then  memorized 
Each  unraveling  line 
Suspecting  august  appearance 
Through  undotted  i's. 

That  summer 
Love's  dice  rolled  odds: 

For  three  written 

You  answered  one,  and  I, 

June's  jaded  joker, 

Fear’s  fool  on  loneliness, 

Gambled  words  like  cards 
Offering  empty  hands 
To  fill  your  emptier  life. 

That  summer 
Spelled  end  of  innocence 
As  you  corresponded 
Other  needs  while  I, 

The  crumpled  clown, 

Shuffled  love 
Through  college  halls 
Sweeping  pool  of  light 
That  was  you 

Raising  a  little  red  flag 

That  called,  “I’m  here.”  Urban  rejeweled-- 

A  metamorphose 

Gary  Czerwinski  Of  tenements  blossomed 

In  rustic  tinsel — 

Neatly  deranged 
In  tiers  of 
Plastic  and  pulp 
And  desperation 
Called  surburbia. 

Scepters  stalk 
Within  inner  depths 
Clinging  to  downy  echoes 
Of  hope— 

Out  of  the  din 
Of  ghettoes, 

Parallels  unforeseen, 
Futuristic  and  yet 
Unchanged- 
Chaste  systematic 
Slavery- 
Reinforced  clicks 
On  hallowed  estates 
Peering  from  behind 
Drawn  drapes. 


Warren  Banks 
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Reality,”  Wayne  Samardzich 


ft  TRIO  TIS 


it 


NIGHT 


The  darkness  falls  quietly, 

A  black  shadow  over  the  earth. 

Not  making  a  sound, 

Never  being  heard. 

Silently  stars  appear, 

Never-ending  patterns, 

Shining  like  diamonds 

In  the  background  of  the  velvet  sky. 

The  night  approaches  slowly 
Surrounding  and  cradling  the  earth, 

In  its  warm,  gentle  arms. 

The  night  can  never  be  touched, 

But  can  touch  every  mind 

When  seen  through  the  eyes  of  a  dream. 

The  night  seems  peaceful, 

Comforting  all  troubles, 

Bringing  new  hopes. 

Yet  the  night  seems  powerful, 
Controlling  the  world. 

Having  so  much  strength, 

And  leading  to  every  tomorrow. 

Lisa  Carr 

Spohn  Middle  School 


MY  SOUL 


Like  a  balloon  on  a  string, 
Held  tightly  is  my  soul 
Confined  to  my  body, 

Yet  yearning  to  be  free 
Until  the  moment  both 
Silently  slip  away, 

Drifting  off  into  the  unknown. 
Gone  forever. 


Lisa  Ecsi 

Morton  Middle  School 
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Alex  Egnatz 


unknown  faces,  unsought  places 
beguile 

wind  their  way  into  the  soul 
making  love  with  innocence 
rendering  helpless 
prejudices  of  childhood 
so  painfully  deformed 


Sandi  Watters 


53 


IF  I  COULD 


If  I  could  express  in  words 
the  way  I  feel  today  I  would 
find  the  true  meaning  of  wisdom. 

If  I  could  express  in  song 
the  way  I  feel  today  I  would 
find  the  true  meaning  of  joy. 

And  if  I  could  express  to 
you  the  way  I  feel  today  I 
would  find  the  true  meaning 
of  love. 


Lisa  Ecsi 

Morton  Middle  School 


TIME  OF  TRUTH 


LOVE 


It  is  the  last  hour; 

The  child  has  been  born. 

Already  the  tree  grows, 

Already  the  thorn. 

Shepherds  hear  Angel  song, 

Kings  bring  gifts  of  joy. 

Soon  the  babes  will  die, 

The  man  replace  the  boy. 

It  is  the  last  hour; 

The  tree,  the  thorn,  the  man 
are  there  as  angels  sing  of  peace-- 
Life-lines  in  the  infant's  hand. 

M.  Riggle 


Love  is  like  a  snowball, 

It  doesn't  always  stay. 

It  brightens  up  your  life, 

And  then  slowly  melts  away. 

It  comes  when  you  least  expect  it, 

And  leaves  when  you  want  it  to  stay. 

It  blows  your  heart  up  twice  its  size, 
And  then  steals  it  away. 

Snow  is  colder  than  love, 

But  both  can  make  you  weep. 

Love  will  sting  your  heart, 

And  snow  will  sting  your  feet. 

Cindy  Lee 

Spohn  Middle  School 
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DOMINIQUE'S  FIRST  CHRISTMAS 

The  town  was  in  a  very  barren  place.  The  next  settlement  was 
sixty  miles  away  and  in  Alaska  during  the  winter,  all  you  could 
hope  was  that  no  one  would  get  hurt.  How  good  it  would  be  to 
have  a  friend  in  this  wild  and  isolated  place!  Joey  often  asked 
himself  if  he  would  ever  have  one.  The  answer  to  his  question  was 
soon  to  come. 

The  ice  crunched  under  his  feet  as  Joey  viewed  the  sparkling 
brightness  of  the  winter  world.  The  sun  shone  with  a  hard 
piercing  brillance  on  the  glittering  snow-white  of  the  desolate 
tundra.  For  miles  ahead  of  him  no  landmark  what-so-ever  met  his 
glance,  although  behind  him  was  the  stark  nakedness  of  the 
houses  and  coal  shafts  that  rose  out  of  the  ground  like  evil 
demons.  A  faint  howl  drifted  to  his  ears  through  the  wind, 
scattering  his  thoughts.  Shielding  his  eyes  against  the  glare, he 
walked  forward,  almost  falling  over  a  hump  in  the  snow.  He  bent 
down  and  looked  inside,  realizing  with  a  start  that  it  was  a  wolf 
den.  Then  he  saw  with  amazement  a  small  wolf  cub  shivering  with 
fright,  hunger,  and  cold  on  the  damp  floor  of  the  den.  "Oh,  my 
gosh!"  he  gasped  with  astonishment.  Joey  lifted  thefurry  bundle 
of  fluff  out  into  the  daylight,  to  get  a  better  look  at  her.  The  pup 
was  the  whitish-grey  color  of  an  adult  wolf.  Her  face  was  cute  and 
alert.  Her  ears  were  up  and  her  little  black  nose  quivered  with 
excitement  and  curiosity  about  this  strange  creature  who  was 
holding  her.  The  first  thing  that  Joey  really  noticed  were  the 
cub's  paws.  They  were  a  dark,  midnight  black.  This  little  she-cub 
was  a  strange  one,  beautiful  and  unafraid,  yet  with  a  certain  sense 
of  intelligence. 

"I  will  name  you  Dominique,  for  your  rareness,"  said  Joey, 
"and  you  shall  come  home  with  me  and  be  my  friend."  He  slipped 
Dominique  in  his  coat  so  that  the  warmth  of  his  body  would 
penetrate  the  shivering  cub. 

As  they  neared  the  town  the  sounds  of  shouting  reached  their 
ears.  As  soon  as  Joey  heard  the  yelling,  he  knew  that  there  would 
be  trouble.  The  roar  of  voices  meant  that  the  mines  were  out  for 
the  day.  Joey  did  not  get  along  well  with  the  rowdy  bunch  of  men 
who  lived  near  him.  As  he  started  to  pass  the  bar  on  the  way  to  his 
house,  a  group  of  cold-faced  men  rushed  out  of  the  saloon  and 
launched  an  attack  on  the  boy  by  pushing  and  shoving  him  to  the 
ground.  He  stood  up  angrily  and  said,  with  fury  in  his  voice, 
"Take  your  hands  off  of  me." 

With  that  he  brushed  past  them  and  made  his  way  to  the 
house  where  he  lived.  He  opened  the  door  and  stepped  inside, 
shutting  it  softly  behind  him.  As  he  stood  just  insidethe  entrance 
way,  a  newthought  occurred  to  him.  What  if  hisfather  was  home? 
As  he  was  pondering  this  new  problem,  Dominique  popped  her 
head  out  of  Joey's  jacket  and  looked  around  her.  The  fire  had 
gone  out  in  the  hearth  and  the  brown  rock  walls  gave  a  feeling  of 
lifelessness. 

Dominique's  head  disappeared  back  down  into  the  coat  as 
the  front  door  slammed  closed.  Joey's  father  stormed  into  the 
room  in  a  terrible  rage.  "Well,  boy,  it's  about  time  you  got  home!" 

bellowed  his  father.  “I  sweat  and  slave  all  day  in  the  mines  and 
come  home  to  find  you  out  playing  around.  It’s  about  time  you 
learned  a  lesson,"  he  yelled.  As  he  lunged  forward,  Joey's  mind 
visualized  the  horrors  of  the  other  times  that  he  had  been 
mercilessly  mistreated  by  his  father.  In- his  fright  the  small  cub 
slipped  from  Joey's  grasp  and  fell  to  the  floor.  Dominique 
whimpering  on  the  floor  caught  Joey's  father's  attention 
immediately.  His  hands  stopped  in  mid-air  and  his  face  changed 
from  a  look  of  mute  astonishment  to  that  of  hatred.  He  gasped  in 
surprise  at  Dominique  and  then  roughly  grabbed  the  cub.  Joey 
felt  a  deep  sense  of  fear  because  he  knew  his  father  hated  wolves. 
As  a  young  child  he  had  been  attacked  by  a  half-crazed  she-wolf. 
"No,  father!"  screamed  Joey,  as  he  saw  hisfathertighten  his  hold 
onthecub.  "No,  father,  no!"  Joey  screamed  again.  "Doyouwant 
me  to  take  her  out  to  the  den  where  I  found  her  and  let  her  starve? 
Don't  you  think  that  would  be  a  more  suitable  death?"  "Yes,"  his 
father  said  bitterly,  "take  the  runt  now  before  I  kill  it."  With  that 
his  father  dropped  the  cub  and  stormed  into  the  bedroom. 

Slowly  Joey  bent  down  and  picked  up  Dominique,  talking 
softly  to  her,  trying  to  ease  her  fright.  Next  Joey  warmed  some 
milk  on  the  burner  and  poured  it  into  a  saucer.  He  watched  with 
extreme  satisfaction  as  the  cub  lapped  up  the  whole  bowlful. 
Joey  arranged  some  blankets  on  the  floor  and  put  Dominique 
down  on  them.  The  little  animal  was  asleep  in  seconds.  Joey 
could  hear  his  father  snoring  in  the  other  room.  He  knew  that  he 


would  be  asleep  for  a  couple  of  hours.  "Good,"  Joey  thought. 
"Now  I  can  get  everything  ready."  He  made  his  way  down  the 
cellar  steps,  his  thoughts  skimming  over  the  years  he  had  spent  in 
this  house.  "It  will  not  be  hard  to  leave,"  he  reassured  himself, 
thinking  of  all  the  bad  things  that  had  happened  to  him  here.  Still 
he  had  been  able  to  call  it  home.  He  remembered  all  the  good 
times  he  had  had  when  his  mother  had  been  alive.  A  wave  of 
sadness  passed  over  him  when  he  thought  of  her.  His  resolution 
was  shaken  with  the  memories  of  the  days  he  and  his  motherhad 
spent  together.  Quickly  he  shook  those  thoughts  away,  knowing 
that  it  must  be  done,  if  not  for  him  then  for  Dominique.  These 
reflections  were  still  clear  in  his  mind  as  he  made  his  way  up  the 
stairs,  his  arms  laden  with  food  for  their  journey.  He  went  to  the 
linen  closet  and  got  many  warm  blankets,  clothing  and  other 
necessities.  It  would  be  a  long  trip  to  the  next  town  and  they 
would  need  everything  they  could  get.  He  and  Dominique  would 
spend  Christmas  Eve  under  the  stars  together.  "It  will  be  a 
wonderful  beginning,"  Joey  thought.  He  picked  up  Dominique 
and  slid  her  nextto  his  warm  body  so  that  she  would  not  get  cold. 
Joey  stood  looking  at  the  house  for  a  long  time,  letting  all  the 
good  thoughts  wash  over  the  bad  ones.  He  turned  and  walked 
away.  He  knew  that  he  would  never  return.  He  was  leaving  a  part 
of  his  life  behind  but  he  was  ready  for  the  new  and  better  part  that 
was  to  come. 

The  fire  crackled  merrily  as  Joey  and  Dominique  sat  before  it 
eating  large  chunks  of  venison.  As  Joey  stared  at  the  fire  his 
thoughts  went  back  to  a  time  that  seemed  so  long  ago  --  a  time 
when  he  and  Dominique  had  shivering  under  the  bright  Northern 
Lights  with  nothing  to  eat  or  drink  wondering  what  was  before 
them  but  willing  to  face  whatever  blocked  their  search  for 
happiness  together. 

After  that  Christmas  Eve,  seemingly  so  long  ago,  Joey  and 
Dominique  were  never  apart.  They  roamed  through  the  rough 
Alaskan  terrain  together,  facing  what  they  had  to  face,  and  living 
life  so  uncomplicated  and  peaceful.  When  one  faced  death  so  did 
the  other,  for  it  was  God's  will  that  this  man  and  beast  be  united 
together  and  stay  together  through  all  eternity. 

Julie  Sampson 

Aynesworth  Junior 
High  School 


NIGHT 


In  the  daylight,  the  man  feels  safe  and  secure, 
The  friendly  sunlight-guides  him; 

He  feels  at  ease  under  the  warm  beams. 

But  when  the  sun  dips  below  the 
edge  of  the  world, 

All  the  familiarities  of  day  are  gone. 

The  mystery  of  the  darkness  is 
enhanced  by  the  eerie  glow  of  the  moon. 
Unknown  creatures  emerge  from 
their  shadowy  dwellings. 

But  the  night  should  not  be  regarded 
as  an  enemy. 

Without  its  cool  breezes, 

the  heat  of  the  sun  would  offer  us  no  repose. 

Melanie  Sus 
Morton  Middle  School 
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ATOMIC  COLD 


Mountains  of  snow 

by  sidewalks  and  curbs, 

Continuous  piling,  repiling,  melting 

forming  mini-glaciers  ... 
White,  cottony  fluff-puffs  cover  with 
Layer  er 

upon  h 

Layer.  .  9 

Ice  mountains  grow  h 
Walls  of  snow  and  ice 

around  sidewalks 

like  war  trenches  ... 
Snow  shovels  arm  snow  soldiers. 

Climatic 
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t  drops  cold 

on  parka-bundled  bodies  again. 
The  cold  war  rages  on. 

Pat  Lucky 


FOR  10-24-77 


what's  to  say  about  love 

stronger  than  thunderstorms  at  night 

cozier  than  an  afghan  for  two 

that  means  more  than  a  smile 
displayed  in  happiness 
reserved  for  loneliness 

wanting  just  a  caress 
flirting  with  fantasy 
collecting  warmth 


so  stay 

we  won't  need  blankets 


Mark  Pavlovich 


Andrija  Boljevic 


Fears 

So  subtle,  yet  so  real 
Haunting 

Basement  corridors  of  the  mind 
March 

Upstairs  in  stressful  times 
Trampling 
Smiles  to  tears 

Caren  Hanlyn 
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THE  WINDOW 


It  was  a  little  old  nursing  home  for  elderly  bedfast  men  in  the 
slums  of  New  York  City.  On  the  third  floor  of  the  shabby  old 
building  was  just  one  big  room  with  approximately  twenty  beds. 
Twelve  were  filled  with  little  old  gentlemen  who  could  hardly 
move  their  heads.  The  walls  and  ceilings  were  filthy  and  hadn't 
been  painted  for,  I  would  say,  twenty  years. 

There  were  very  few  windows,  maybe  four  all  told;  but  there 
was  only  one  that  a  bed  patient  could  lay  near  and  look  out  of. 
One  old  gentlemen  had  been  in  that  bed  for  approximately  five 
years,  since  the  old  fellow  had  died  who  had  it  before  him.  The 
staff  would  pick  one  of  the  men  to  replace  the  man  by  the  window 
in  case  he  died. 

The  little  old  gentleman  who  now  owned  the  bed  was  very 
cheerful,  trying  to  make  the  others  happy.  In  the  early  mornings 
he  would  always  describe  the  beautiful  sunrise.  All  day  long  he 
would  tell  the  others  what  was  going  on  on  the  streets  --  the 
beautiful  ladies  walking  to  work  or  going  shopping.  He  would 
describe  the  clothing  people  were  wearing.  He  would  let  them 
know  if  it  were  foggy  or  raining,  if  there  were  a  beautiful  rainbow. 
And  at  the  day’s  end  he  would  describe  the  shadows  of  the 
buildings  getting  longer  as  the  sun  was  going  down.  He 
described  the  traffic,  any  accidents,  fire  trucks,  police  cars  with 
sirens  screaming.  The  others  lay  there  trying  to  visualize  the 
picture  of  what  was  going  on  outside  the  little  window. 

It  had  been  years  since  any  of  the  old  fellows  had  had  visitors. 
Then  one  day  one  of  the  old  gentlemen  had  a  visitor.  His 
daughter  and  her  husband  had  come  to  see  him  after  all  these 
years.  He  was  so  happy  he  cried.  Sodid  most  oftheothers, for  his 
sake.  They  all  knew  the  feeling  of  getting  a  visitor.  How 
wonderful  it  would  be  if  all  could  have  a  loved  one  to  come  to  see 
them.  After  an  hour  she  left,  kissing  her  father  all  over  his  face. 

The  old  gentleman  just  lay  there  sobbing.  But  the  old  fellow 
at  the  window  said,  "Hey!  Don't  cry.  I  see  her  now;  she  is  getting 
ready  to  get  into  a  car.  Wait  a  minute,  she  is  waving.  She  has  a 
handkerchief  in  her  hand.  She'scrying.  Now  she  is  waving  at  this 
window.  She  is  saying  something.  I  can't  quite  make  out  what 
sheissaying.  Oh  yes,  now  I  can.  She  issaying,  'Tell  Daddy  I  love 
him.  I  love  him.’  She  is  saying  it  over  and  over.  Now  she  is  crying 
again.  Now  she  is  getting  into  the  car.  They  are  driving  away. 
She  is  still  crying  but  waving  her  hanky  like  a  flag.  She  just  went 
around  the  corner.  I  just  saw  her  say,  ‘I  love  You.’  ” 

Some  dfeys  later  they  had  to  take  the  old  gentleman  by  the 
window  for  X-rays.  While  he  was  gone,  the  others  got  together 
and  asked  why  should  he  always  be  by  the  window?  So  they  all 
agreed  to  poison  him.  Then  one  of  theothers  would  get  moved  by 
the  window.  (So  while  he  was  gone,  they  put  all  of  their  pills  in  his 
water. 

He  finally  returned  with  his  always  smiling  face  and  cheery 
voice.  He  was  thirsty  by  then  and  drank  the  water.  He  was  telling 
the  men  of  the  beautiful  day  outside  —  how  the  trees  were  getting 
new  green  leaves,  the  beautiful  flowers,  all  the  happy  people 
coming  and  going.  Then  he  just  went  to  sleep. 

As  expected,  he  was  hauled  out  with  a  sheet  covering  him. 
The  fellows  were  sorry,  but  it  was  their  only  chance  for  one  of 
them  to  get  to  see  the  beautiful  streets  below  just  once  more. 

Finally,  one  of  the  old  gentlemen  was  moved  over  to  the 
window.  He  glanced  out.  The  others  were  so  curious  that  they 
couldn't  wait.  "What  do  you  see?  Is  the  sun  out?  Is  it  raining? 
How  do  the  people  look?"  Slowly  the  little  old  man  turned  his 
head  toward  the  others.  They  were  all  so  excited.  "Hurry!  Tell  us 
what  do  you  see?  Is  it  like  he  said?  What  do  you  see  in  the  streets 
below?  Say  something." 

The  little  old  man  was  sobbing  when  he  spoke,  "Bricks!  The 
only  thing  you  can  see  out  of  this  window  are  bricks,  nothing  but 
bricks  from  the  building  not  three  feet  from  this  window  going 
straight  up.  Nothing  but  lousy  bricks!" 


Warren  R.  Babb 


THE  GREAT  AMERICAN  4TH  OF  JULY  CELEBRATION: 

AMERICANA  AT  ITS  BEST 

I  live  in  a  medium-sized  Midwestern  town  that  is  quickly 
being  engulfed  by  Chicago  from  the  west  and  Gary  from  the  east. 
The  city  is  called  Whiting,  and  has  just  recently  been  included  on 
maps  and  atlases.  Whitingites  are  basically  middle-class  mill  rats 
that  hate  niggers,  fags,  and  the  Republican  Party.  In  the  last 
public  election,  the  most  heated  race  was  for  the  bathroom  at  the 
victory-party  beerfest  for  the  stupefied  incumbents. 

Every  summer,  Whiting’s  Filtration  Plant  becomes  clogged 
with  picnicking  people.  There  are  six  Oktober  Fests  in  the 
summer,  which  is  also  the  number  of  churches  in  Whiting,  which 
happens  to  be  half  the  number  of  gas  stations,  and  one  third  the 
number  of  bars.  These  fests  are  grossly  misnamed.  Theyshould 
be  called  Bingo  and  Beer  Fests.  No  one  knows  how  to  speak 
German  in  Whiting,  because  that  would  be  too  close  to  being 
Communist,  and  the  survivors  of  the  “big  war”  do  not  tolerate 
pinkos  in  Whiting. 

Whiting  is  not  the  crossroads  of  the  Midwest,  nor  is  it  the  land 
of  opportunity,  nor  is  it  the  cultural  mecca  of  the  United  States; 
however,  Whiting  does  have  one  excuse  for  entertainment— the 
Great  American  Fourth  of  July  Celebration. 

Preparations  for  the  Fourth  of  July  Festival  begin  the  Fifth  of 
July.  This  year’s  planning  committee  selects  next  year's  planning 
committee,  which  is  invariably  the  same  planning  committee,  but 
with  new  positions.  They  gather  suggestions  for  the  theme  of  the 
parade,  as  well  as  names  for  the  special  guest  of  the  city  for  the 
parade.  They  discuss  the  mistakes  of  the  last  parade  (this  part 
takes  five  minutes,  tops),  and  they  go  home  and  forget  all  about  it 
until  the  first  of  June.  Then  only  one  year  after  the  parade  is  over, 
which  seems  more  like  the  South  Shore  ride  to  the  Loop  to  the 
perpetual  planning  committee,  another  Fourth  of  July  Parade 
winds  its  way  down  the  main  streets  of  Whiting. 

Even  though  Whiting  is  far  north  of  the  border,  it  attracts 
hoards  of  “Southern  Imports”.  These  illegal  aliens  are  drawn  to 
this  area  because  of  Pepe's  Tacos  and  Channel  26.  Juan  Jose  y 
Familia  is  one  of  Whiting’s  newest  members. 

The  illegal  alien  is  easy  to  spot  along  the  parade  route.  Even 
the  Convalescent  Home  escapees  can  recognize  a  sore  tostada 
when  they  see  one.  Juan  is  wearing  blue  and  red  checked 
bermuda  shorts  that  are  too  long  and  too  big  around,  and  a  blue 
and  white  striped  polo  shirt  with  a  pack  of  Eve  Menthol  cigarettes 
suspiciously  poking  out  of  the  front  pocket.  Juan  does  not 
smoke,  but  what  is  an  American  without  a  pack  of  smokes  and  a 
cowboy  hat,  made  in  Taiwan,  which  Juan  wears  in  spite  of 
requests  to  put  it  somewhere  else  from  the  real  Americans  behind 
him?  Juan’s  esposa,  Maria,  who  has  her  hands  full  with  her  six 
hijos,  stays  close  to  her  husband  at  all  times  and  obeys  his  body- 
language  commands  to  the  movement.  She  is  wearing  a  low-cut 
dress,  red,  white,  and  blue,  with  a  scenario  of  a  bullfight  careful ly 
hidden  in  the  pleats,  and  a  baseball  hat  with  a  Mickey  Mouse 
applique  centered  above  the  American  Revolutionary  Flag.  She 
has  taken  her  shoes  off,  but  those  white  deck  shoes  with 
alternating  blue  and  red  stripes  almost  assure  her 
incognitoness. 

Los  hijos  de  Juan  y  Maria  are  the  most  patriotic  people  on  the 
entire  parade  route.  Each  child  has  two  plastic  American  Flags 
which  they  wave  according  to  padre’s  hand  gestures.  All  candy 
that  is  thrown  by  the  parade  clowns  is  given  directly  to  padre  para 
inspection.  Juan  does  not  want  his  hijos  to  contract  some 
strange  American  disease,  called  diarrhea,  from  that  sweet  stuff 
that  all  American  kids  live  on. 

The  parade  continues  long  into  the  afternoon,  but  Juan  Jose 
y  Familia  have  not  lost  their  Americana  enthusiasm,  although  the 
rest  of  the  Americana  Americans  have.  The  parade  goers  are 
starting  to  wonder  about  Juan.  How  can  he  have  so  much 
American  spirit  when  this  isn’t  the  Bicentennial,  and  he  hasn’t  had 
any  Budweiser?  Juan  senses  some  hostility  in  the  crowd  and 
motions  for  his  family  to  leave.  Then  the  roar  of  the  firetruck  and 
poiice  car  signals  the  end  of  the  parade,  and  Juan  rushes  back  to 
the  curb,  knocking  the  balloon  and  plastic  vendor  over  in  the 
process,  so  he  won’t  look  suspicious  for  leaving  so  soon.  The 
charity  flag  follows  Whiting’s  police  motorcycle,  and  Juan, 
satisfied  that  he  stayed  in  the  foreign  country  for  another  day. 
decides  to  allow  his  children  to  contribute.  Juan  Jose  and  hissix 
hijos  patriotically  run  to  the  charity  flag  to  depost  their  loyalties. 


John  is  proud  of  himself,  his  wife  Mary,  and  his  six  children, 
because  they  were  actually  American  for  one  day.  Paul,  the 
youngest  of  the  illegal  aliens  asks  his  father  if  one  peso  was  too 
little  to  give  to  the  charity  flag. 

“WHON  PESO!"  Shouts  Juan.  “JU  GEEVE  WHON  PESO,  OH 
MADRA  MARIA  AYUDA!”  Now,  so  they  won’t  get  deported  the 
familia  del  Cuba  will  have  to  hide  under  the  porch  of  their  real 
American  cousin,  who  did  not  go  tothe  parade  because  he  had  to 
wash  his  car,  and  install  a  new  pair  of  fuzzy  dice  on  the  rear  view 
mirror. 

The  Long-Haired  Hippie  -  Freak 

Whiting,  like  most  cities  across  the  country  has  its  share  of 
those  good-for-nothing,  long-haired  hippie-freaks.  No  matter 
how  hard  the  Ladies’  Benevolent  Society  tries  to  keep  them  out, 
they  still  spontaneously  degenerate  from  time  to  time.  The 
benevolent  ladies  rehabilitate  a  good  percentage  of  the  new 
freaks  with  hours  of  prayer,  and  even  more  left  hooks,  but  there  is 
a  small  group  of  “untouchables”  that  even  the  ladies  won’t  touch. 

The  favorite  pastime  of  the  untouchable  hippie-freaks  is 
standing.  They  stand  in  groups  of  thirteen  or  more,  and  would 
make  a  perfect  follow-up  report  for  Dr.  Spock  believers.  They 
don’t  stand  and  talk,  or  stand  and  pick  their  noses,  they  just  stand. 
These  wild  youth  of  the  community  are  not  allowed  to  stand 
without  supervision.  The  police  chaperone  them.  Every  night  at 
exactly  8:00  P.M.,  the  cops  leave  the  White  Castle  Hamburger 
stand,  leisurely  drive  down  the  main  drag,  through  Whiting’s 
Lakefront  Park,  and  pleasure  pit,  and  past  the  hippie  hangout 
affectionately  called  “Naked  City”  by  the  inhabitants,  winding  up 
at  the  White  Castle  no  later  than  8:05  —  and  the  hippie-freaks 
continue  to  stand.  At  least  they  don’t  lie  to  their  parents  when 
they  tell  them  that  all  they  were  doing  until  5:00  A.M.  was  standing 
around. 

July  is  traditionally  "National  Hippie-Freak  Month”.  Every 
beach  or  anything  that  resembles  a  beach,  like  a  swimming  pool, 
or  an  open  sewer,  is  infested  with  hippie-freaks  and  disgusting 
rock  music.  This  summer,  the  long-haired  weirdos  have 
discovered  a  new  form  of  rock  to  torture  their  parents  with— punk 
rock.  The  maharajas  of  punkdom  are  called  the  “Sex  Cannons”. 
They  have  a  new  albumout  called  “Shove  It”,  which  features  such 
long-lasting  and  meaningful  hits  as  “If  I  Were  King  I’d  Legalize 
Rape”,  ‘‘Twenty-Seven  Minutes  to  Excretion”,  and 
“Grownupssuck”. 

In  Whiting,  the  summer  nesting  place  for  the  freaks  is  Whiting 
Park,  the  Chamber  of  Commerce’s  answer  to  the  Garden  of  Eden. 
The  vermin  spend  most  of  their  time  hanging  out  on  the  blocks  of 
cement  that  were  thoughtfully  placed  there  by  the  city  to  provide 
beauty  and  recreation  forthe  citizens.  They  usually  sit  there  and 
say  “Wow  Man”  while  looking  at  the  waves,  wishing  they  were 
really  part  of  Lake  Michigan  because  it  can  go  anywhere  it  wants, 
and  doesn’t  get  busted  for  getting  high. 

July  brings  all  of  the  area’s  public  nuisances  together  to 
“experience”  the  Great  American  Fourth  of  July  Parade. 
Unfortunately  for  the  hippie-freaks,  the  parade  route  does  not  go 
past  their  spot;  therefore,  they  must  find  a  new  location  away 
from  the  security  of  Naked  City.  The  local  record  and  head 
boutique  is  the  ideal  place.  The  redneck  population  of  Whiting 
will  not  dare  go  near  for  fear  of  getting  mugged,  so  that  the 
mugger  will  have  enough  money  for  another  fix  of  “the 
marijuana”. 

Dwight  Hadley  and  his  woman,  Wanda,  are  the  first  hippie- 
freaks  to  arrive  at  the  record  store,  or  “drug  store”  as  the  mayor 
calls  it. 

“Wow  man,  look  at  those  weird  floats,  Wanda,  they  ain’t  even 
decorated  or  nothin’.” 

“Dwight,  you  dumb  ass,  them  ain’t  floats,  they’re  just  cars 
man,  the  parade  ain’t  started  yet.  You  still  fucked-up  from  last 
night?  Wow,  like  I  told  you  not  to  smoke  that  plasticfern,  butyou 
wouldn’t  listen.” 

“Eat  it,  bitch.” 

“Oh  Dwight,  I  love  it  when  you  get  aggressive.” 

Dwight  has  chosen  the  biker  motif  for  his  clothing  today. 
Although  the  temperature  reads  83°  at  10:00  A.M.,  Dwight  is 
wearing  his  all  leather  motorcycle  jacet  with  a  “Wanda  'n  me  till 
hell  freezes”  patch  on  the  back,  and  a  skull  and  crossbones 
superimposed  on  a  swastika,  with  intertwining  roses,  on  the  front. 
He  has  on  a  pair  of  recycled  jeans  that  don’t  need  to  be  hung  up 
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(they  stand  up  all  by  themselves),  with  a  peace  patch  in  the  form 
of  two  Sherman  Tanks  making  love  on  one  knee,  and  a  “Sex 
Cannons  are  Hot  Shit”  patch  on  the  other  knee.  To  complete  the 
look,  Dwight  wears  a  pair  of  boots  that  Jesse  James  should  have 
been  buried  in,  a  pair  of  star-shaped  mirror-ray  sunglasses,  and  a 
marijuana-printed  bandana  to  keep  the  roach-infested  hair  out  of 
his  bloodshot  eyes. 

Wanda,  on  the  other  hand  has  decided  to  keep  cool.  She  has 
exchanged  her  matching  leather  coat  for  one  of  those  sleazy 
halter  tops  that  all  hippie-freaks  love  but  parents  hate.  This 
particular  halter  is  slightly  large,  and  as  she  bends  down,  or 
stretches  too  far,  or  if  the  wind  blows  faster  than  a  midge-moth, 
she  falls  out.  Her  faded  jean  shorts  are  of  the  same  quality  as 
Dwight’s,  but  with  one  noticeable  difference.  Her  posterior  looks 
like  a  botulismed  tin  can.  A  pair  of  heart-shaped  mirror-ray 
sunglasses  and  a  V/2  inch  chain  link  necklace,  which  doubles  as  a 
lock  for  Dwight's  motorcycle,  completes  the  “sleazy”  look. 

Dwight  and  Wanda  really  get  into  the  parade  Dwight,  who 
was  getting  the  munchies,  ran  out  into  the  street  to  grab  some  of 
the  candy  thrown  by  the  parade  clowns,  and  slipped  on  the 
memories  of  the  Orak  Horse  Troop,  sliding  half  way  across  the 
street,  and  right  onto  the  “Miss  Chamber  of  Commerce  1977” 
float 

“Wow  man,  like  I’m  really  sorry,  I  slipped  on  someshit,  what  a 
trip,  man.  Wow,  like  you  got  a  nice  ass,  you  wanna  take  a  ride  on 
my  bike,  or  somethin’?” 

Miss  Chamber  of  Commerce  smiles  and  politely  says,  “Eat  a 
rock,  Jack.” 

Wanda,  who  was  embarrassed  by  the  whole  thing  asks 
Dwight  if  he  got  any  candy. 

“Wow  man,  like  I  forgot  all  about  the  candy.” 

“Dumb  ass.” 

“Wow,  you  having  withdrawal,  or  are  you  just  on  the  rag?” 

“You  are  one  rude  ass  hole.” 

“Hey  Wanda,  check  it  out  man,  look  atthosespics.  Does  that 
cowboy  dude  have  a  pack  of  Eve  Menthol  in  his  pocket,  or  what?” 

“Wow  you’re  right.  I  bet  he’s  one  of  those  illegal  aliens.” 

“Aliens?  Wow  man  are  we  being  invaded  or  something?  I 
surrender,  take  me  to  your  leader.  I  wonder  if  they  smoke  pot  in 
outerspace.” 

“Not  those  kind  of  aliens,  you  dumbass,  I  mean  from  another 
country.” 

“Oh  wow  man  you  scared  me.  Hey  wait  a  minute,  I’m  not 
American  either.  My  mom  came  from  Poland,  and  my  dad  came 
from  Uganda.  Do  you  think  I’ll  get  demortified  or  something?” 

“You  dumb  ass,  you  were  born  in  East  Chicago,  you’re  O.K.” 

“Wow  look  at  that  float.  A  bunch  of  old  ladies  from  the 
Benevolent  society.  Hey,  let’s  give  them  the  finger.  Wait,  one  of 
them  is  yelling  at  us.” 

“Lets  get  the  hell  out  of  here,  that’s  my  old  lady.” 

“Oh  wow,  what  a  bummer  man.” 

The  Ladies’  Benevolent  Society 

The  unofficial  watchdog  group  of  Whiting  is  the  Ladies’ 
Benevolent  Society.  They  have  voluntarily  accepted  the  burden 
of  cleansing  Whiting  from  niggers,  fags,  the  Republican  Party, 
and  other  disgusting  vermin  that  try  to  root  in  the  Utopia  of  the 
western  hemisphere.  This  elite  vigilante  force  has  several  strict 
requirements  for  prospective  members.  The  following  is  an 
excerpt  from  the  secret  society  files  hid  deep  in  the  vigil  light 
stockroom  beneath  the  catacombs,  which  was  photographed 
while  the  ladies  were  at  a  near-by  funeral. 

P.l 

1.  All  ladies  must  be  Slovak  and  have  proof. 

2.  All  ladies  must  be  over  65  years  of  age. 

3.  All  ladies  must  have  a  loud,  resonating  voice. 

4.  All  ladies  must  be  able  to  cry  at  will. 

5.  No  ladies  will  be  accepted  who  weigh  less  than  160 
pounds,  and  still  have  their  own  teeth. 

The  official  functions  of  the  group  are  to  be  present  at  all 
funerals  and  cry,  regardless  of  the  creed  of  the  deceased,  and  to 
be  the  religious  welcome  wagon  for  the  community.  It  is  during 
the  welcome  wagonning  that  the  ladies  begin  their  arduous  task 
of  assuring  puritan  standards  in  Whiting.  A  selected  group  of 
eight  of  the  best  snoops  are  assigned  to  the  welcome  wagon. 


They  are  able  to  make  snap  decisions  on  the  moral  quality  of  new 
neighbors  within  minutes  of  their  arrival. 

They  do  not  even  wait  for  the  new  family  to  unpack  their 
clothes  and  set  up  their  furniture— they  insist  on  helping  them  and 
helping  themselves  to  the  new  house. 

“Welcome  to  Whiting,  we're  the  Ladies’  Benevolent  Society 
and  welcome  wagon,  my  name  is  Anne.  This  is  Anne,  Helen, 
Anna,  Helena,  Annie,  Helene,  and  Martha.  May  we  come  in? 
Thank-you.” 

“Oh  look  Helen,  they  haven't  unpacked  yet,  do  you  think  we 
should  come  back  when  they’re  finished?” 

“Oh  no,  they  won’t  mind  will  you  dearies?  Nowwhy  don’tyou 
go  and  make  some  coffee,  Anna?” 

“Ladies,  we  don’t  have  a  coffee  pot,  we  don’t  drink  coffee." 

“Don’t  drink  coffee,  well  that’s  all  right  dearie,  we  brought 
instant,  just  in  case.  Don’t  drink  coffee,  writethatdown,  Martha." 

“Now  if  you  don't  mind,  we’d  like  to  chit-chat  for  a  while  just 
to  check  you  out.  I  mean  to  check  if  you  need  anything.  Mister, 
what’s  your  name  again?” 

“Schmidt.” 

"Schmidt?  What  a  nice  name.  Write  that  down,  Martha." 

“Right  chief!  Do  you  think  that’s  East,  or  West  Berlin?” 

“.  .  .  and  your  first  name  is.  .  .  ” 

“Wolfgang.” 

“Oh  I  see.  Wolfgang  Schmidt.  Got  it  Martha?  W-o-l-f-g-a-n- 
g  S-c-h-m-i-d-t.  Well  Mr.  Smith,  sorry,  Schmidt,  what  do  you  do 
for  a  living?” 

“I’m  an  undertaker,  and  my  wife,  Ingar,  isa  lawyerand  my  . . 

“That's  nice.” 

“Anne  the  water  isn’t  hooked  up  yet,  what  do  I  do  about  the 
coffee?” 

“Run  down  to  White  Castle,  dear.” 

“Do  you  have  any  children?” 

"Yes,  we  have  a  nineteen-year-old  son.” 

“Oh,  a  young  man.  Does  he  have  a  girlfriend?” 

“No,  we  move  around  a  lot,  and  he  doesn’t  have  time  to  . . .” 

“Helene,  where  are  you  Helene?” 

“I’m  checking  the  kitchen  and  the  bathrooms,  just  like  you 
told  me,  remember?” 

“Come  here,  I  want  you  to  show  Mr.  Schmidt  a  picture  of  your 
beautiful  and  talented,  as  well  as  intelligent  daughter.  Mr. 
Schmidt  might  have  one  of  those  young  boys  we  were  talking 
about  during  our  “Get  Anita  Bryant  For  The  Parade  Marshall  And 
Special  Guest  Of  The  City  And  Appreciation  Dinner-Dance 
Meeting.” 

“Oh,  that’  different,  I’ll  be  right  there  as  soon  as  I  check  the 
toilet  tank.” 

“Did  you  see  that  disgusting  scum  of  a  man  on  the  David 
Frost  Interviews  last  night?  I  think  that  miserable  jerk  got 
everything  he  deserved,  don’t  you  think  so,  Mr.  Smith,  Schmidt?” 

“Actually,  I  try  to  remain  neutral  on  politics,  but  my  wife  did 
some  of  the  research  for  the  prosecution  in  the  Watergate  Affair.” 

“That’s  wonderful!  Martha,  scratch  the  comment  about  the 
Berlins,  a  Nixon-hater  can’t  be  too  bad.” 

“But  chief,  can’t  we  all  vote  on  that  during  our  next  meeting? 

I  think  its  vital.” 

“Oh  good,  Annie  is  back  from  White  Castle.  You  don’t  have 
any  coasters  out  yet?  That’s  all  right  dearie,  we’ll  just  use  this 
Hustler  book  that  Anna  found  in  your  mailbox.  Hustler,  isn’t  that 
the  story  of  a  reformed  pool  player?  I  didn’t  know  that  they  made 
it  into  a  monthly  magazine.” 

“Anne,  we  still  have  three  houses  to  visit  before  5:30  Mass.” 

“Thank-you  for  reminding  me  Annie  dear,  Well  so  much  for 
chit-chat,  we  do  have  our  rounds  to  make  you  know.  Thank-you 
so  much  for  the  coffee.  Here’s  your  all-aluminum  pot,  roll  of 
religious  shelf  lining,  your  one  year  free  subscription  to  the 
church  magazine,  and  Mass  schedule.  See  you  at  church.  Oh,  by 
the  way,  do  you  have  a  maid  or  a  butler?” 

“No.” 

“Good,  I  mean  Good-by,  and  welcome  to  Whiting.” 

Well  Anne,  do  you  think  that  they  are  all  right?” 

“Yes,  I  think  so,  except  I  think  we  should  do  something  about 
their  son.” 

Today  has  been  slightly  below  average  for  the  Ladies 
Society.  They  have  interviewed  five  families,  rejecting  two, 
aluminum  pot,  et  al.  They  have  impeached  the  Ministress  of  “New 
Ideas  to  Conserve  Time,  Energy,  Money  and  Holy  Water,”  for 
suggesting  that  the  parish  priest  rent  a  helicopter  and  fly  overthe 
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flock  and  sprinkle  holy  water  from  a  spray  gun  instead  of  the 
traditional  door-to-door  blessing.  The  ladies  have  cleaned  up  a 
corner  of  the  city  from  the  long-haired  hippie-freaks,  and  the 
entire  squad,  even  the  initiate?,  assisted  the  police  in  cornering  a 
flasher-pervert  in  Whiting  Park. 

The  ladies  don’t  have  time  to  do  anything  else  today,  they 
have  to  put  the  finishing  touches  on  their  4th  of  July  float.  This 
means  that  the  ladies’  sons  will  have  to  put  a  fresh  roll  of  crepe 
paper  on  the  12-ton  pick-up  truck,  and  dust  off  the  sign  that  says, 
“GOD  SAVES,  WE  HELP.”  Even  though  Anita  Bryant  couldn’t 
make  it  because  of  pressing  business  in  Dade  County,  the  ladies 
are  happy  to  have  the  poet  Rod  McKuenski  astheirspecial  guest, 
sitting  on  the  float  along  side  of  them.  In  honor  of  the  occasion, 
Rod  has  written  a  poem. 

Oh,  your  tangled  gold  hair 

caught  up  in  the  sun 

and  your  furniture  spindled  legs, 

brown  with  varnish  from  the  sun. 

be  happy  this  day  that  you  and  I  are  one. 

As  the  parade  crawls  down  the  road,  the  ladies  start  to  get 
nervous,  they  are  going  to  pass  the  hippie-hang-out-and-head- 
shop,  where  all  of  the  untouchables  are  standing. 

“Look  at  that  Anna,  those  disgusting,  gut-wretching,  filthy, 
sloppy,  sex-crazed,  maniacal  drug-addicts,  just  standing  there!  I 
wonder  if  they’re  even  aware  that  a  parade  is  going  on.” 

“Yes  Helene,  I  wish  we  could  do  something  about  them, 
especially  that  Dwight  Hadley  character,  he  has  got  to  be  the 
most  perverted  and  hopeless  one  of  the  whole  disgusting  bunch. 
Look  at  that  sleazy  whore  that  he  is  with  today,  I  bet  she  has  a 
different  guy  and  a  different  bed  every  night.” 

“I  know.  If  I  had  a  daughter  like  that,  I’d  shave  all  of  her  hair 
off.  Wait  a  minute,  that’s  no  whore,  that’s  my  beautiful  and 
talented,  as  well  as  intelligent  daughter,  Wanda.  Wanda,  you  go 
home  right  now  and  put  on  some  clothes.  Do  you  hear  me? 
Where  did  you  get  that  handkerchief  from?  Is  that  what  you  call  a 
halter?  That’s  what  I  call  disgusting.  Come  here,  I’ll  give  you  my 
shawl  until  you  get  home.  .  .” 

“Wow  look  at  that  float.  A  bunch  of  old  ladies  from  the 
Benevolent  Society.  Hey,  let’s  give  them  the  finger.  Wait,  one  pf 
them  is  yelling  at  us.” 

“Let’s  get  the  hell  out  of  here,  that’s  my  old  lady.” 

“Wow  man,  like  I  can’t  handle  this  shit.  I  didn't  know  that  your 
old  lady  was  one  of  those  hair-cutting  freaks  that  came  after  me 
with  a  pair  of  scissors  in  town  yesterday.” 

“.  .  .and  wait  until  I  get  home,  I’ll  sew  a  burlap  bag  on  you.” 

“Now  Helene,  calm  down,  you  know  you  have  high  blood 
pressure,  we  can  take  care  of  Wanda  at  our  next  meeting,  I’m  sure 
after  three-thousand  rosaries  and  a  few  left  hooks  she’ll  see  the 
light  again.  Now  sit  down  before  you  break  a  blood  vessel.” 

“Eat  it,  bitch.” 

Impeachment  procedures  started  immediately. 

M.  Richard 


DISCO  DADDYS 


Disco  daddys  bumping  to  the  beat, 
Eyes  lapping  at  meat, 

Hips  thrust  in  heat. 

No  reason 

with  Donna's  Four  Seasons 
to  look  for  love. 

You  dream  of  ten  minute  qwickies, 
of  bouncing  in  holes. 

Will  it  ever  grow  old? 

Don't  know  your  name. 

It's  not  part  of  the  game. 

All  meat's  the  same, 
or  is  ego  to  blame? 

Disco  daddys  bumping  to  the  beat, 
Eyes  lapping  at  meat, 

Hips  thrust  in  heat. 

Getting  it  off. 

Get  off. 
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Raymond  Coffman 


STEEL  &  OTHER  WORKERS 


The  silence  of  ice  ages 

glides  orange  sunsets  across  iron-ore  ranges: 

Canada,  Michigan,  Wisconsin,  Minnesota— 
and  dawn  awakes  with  men  &  trucks  &  excavators 
converting  black  rocks  to  marble-sized  pellets. 
Mountains  move  south  inside  bellies  of  boats 
along  water  routes  the  last  ice-crawl  dug  out, 
while  the  old,  smiling  lady  on  Mackinac  Island  waves 
to  sailors  &  ships  that  always  return  with  the  springtime. 
From  long-dead  lakes  where  dinosaurs  once  fed, 
coal  veins  flow  north  from  southern  Illinois 
where  farmers  turned  miners  dig  out  earth's  guts 
and  ship  them  by  rail  to  Chicago,  then,  hungry 
for  topsoils  &  trees,  wild  grasses  &  white  clouds, 
they  plant  the  march  corn  &  hunt  September  rabbits. 

Under  grey  winter  skies  of  the  Calumet  Region, 
steelworkers  feed  southern  coals  &  ores  from  the  north 
to  dark  coke  ovens  &  ladylike  blast  furnaces 
that  birth  molten  irons  &  residues  for  lakefills; 
then  open  hearth  bellies  &  BOF  vessels  digest 
hot  metal,  rusty  cars,  old  stoves  &  fallen  bridges 
and  spew  forth  from  red  lips  new  ingots  of  steel. 

The  bloomers,  the  slabbers,  the  hot  strips  &  cold  strips 
with  tough  teeth  chew  ingots  to  ribbons  of  rolled  steel 
while  Merchant  mills  &  Plant  One  mills  shape 
angles,  channels  &  rods  &  plates  &  I-beams 
for  highways  &  railways  &  skyways  of  tomorrow, 
for  tractors  &  tanks,  for  ships  &  for  planes 
that  promise  bliss  or  sorrow  to  children  of  tomorrow. 

Miners,  conductors,  sailors  &  smelters 
rollers,  electricians,  masons  &  welders 
millwrights,  mechanics,  riggers  &  machinists 
pipefitters,  carpenters  &  you  other  steelworkers, 
your  brains  &  your  sweat,  your  persevering  hours 
are  the  powers  that  make  the  steel  flow  from  cold  stone. 

Adeodato  Piazza  Nicolai 


◄V  Inland  Steel 

An  Equal  Employment  Opportunity  Employer 
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